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WHEN NORMAN CONQUEST «.harcd a poacher’s 
meal in a quiet Suffolk field, even his razor-edged 
sixth sense could not have seen the sinister events 
which were to ensue from tlial casual meeting. 
From the murder of the unpleasantly efficient 
Sergeant Roper to the thrilling hoodie-collecting 
finish, the Gay De>perado finds an opponent worthy 
of his steel in the lovely hut unscrupulous Primrose 
Trevor. To him she is just a helpless girl in the 
power of a crooked father and badly in need of a 
knight-errant. But fortunately Joy Everard is there 
to checkmate this other feminine influence and 
finally saves her Man from extinction at the hand 

of her rival. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
The Tramp 


To A HEALTHY and hungry young man who had walked three 
miles from his disabled car the smell of cooking meat, 
mingled with the fragrance of wood smoke, was so arresting 
that Norman Conquest almost reeled. Over the hedge of the 
country lane he could see a flicker of friendly firelight and a 
lazy column of smoke. 

With another sniff at the air he took firm, purposeful strides 
towards a rustic stile which broke tlie hedge a few yards 
farther along the lane. He had never before realized tiiat the 
County of Suffolk could be so barren of villages and hamlets 
for miles^ at a stretch; and the roads so empty of traffic at a 
comparatively early hour of the evening that he could walk 
three miles without meeting anybody save an elderlv rustic 
who had vaguely informed him that the village of Great 
oardlow was a bit farther along.” 

He bad encountered the r^tic, so it seemed to him, about 
ten miles back and be liatT as yet seen nothing of Great 
IJardlow. All he had seen was an apparently endless country 
lane, winding and twisting, with an occasional light twinkling 
somewhere in the distance. 

Climbing the stile, he found himself in the sheltered -orner 
fihie?Hp? meadow. A dense little plantation 
ntr « ^ /f g squatting 

wea^j.beaten peranUjuIator and. near it, a little tent was 

Jiu, what you’re cooking, brother, but it smells 

“ Whit’^TK ’ remarked Norman Conquest, as he approached 
What s the belting I get invited to the feast? ” 

yo™' clothed 

you're agreeable to si, with the likes of me 
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meal, friz/ling and spluttering in the most appetizing way. 

'I’lic \i'ung man who was soinelimes known as the Gay 
I)esp(Tad<» rcliiciantly tore his gaze away from llie food and 
tn'-[»c< t<-<l III' companion. Tlie man was small and wiry, with 
little twinkling eyes and a whimsical-looking face ^vilh a per- 
manent twist. 

“ Native of these parts? ” 

Me. guv’nor? No.” 

.Any idea how far it is to Great Bardlow? ” 

“ Ju't a mile along the road,” said the tramp, with a jerk 
of his gnarled thumb. “ I’ve been selling monkeys there 
today and did pretty well.” 

” So you sell monkeys? ” said Norman Conquest politi'ly. 
“ Charming occupation. Do you catch them in the woods, 
or prmluce them by incubation? 

A grin cros-ed the snn-tanned and wind-hardened, leathery 
fare of the tramp, causitig it to crease up into a thousand 
liny crinkles. He deftly unhitched a smoking slice of meal 
and laid it between two slabs of bread. _ 

” I make ’em. giiv’nor.” lie explained. “ Like this.” 

With one hand he proffered the rough-and-ready sandwch 
to his unbidden guest, and with the other he took from a 
voluminous pocket a little toy. It was made of twigs, cun- 
ningly joined together by scraps of wire, and at the top sat 
a remarkable monkey in miniature. When the tramp moved 
a kind of lever, the litile monkey bobbed up and down twice, 
and then turned a complete somersault, coming to rest again 
on its little percb. Tlie bead eyes of the monkey twinkled 
wickedly in the firelight. 

“ Thar's a damned clever little gadget.” said Norman Con- 
quest aflmiringly. a« he took a big bite out of the sandwich. 
” ri! buy it.” He fisbed in his pocket and produced a pound 
note. “ And cheap at the price.” 

” T Si'll ’em for sixpence, guv’nnr. . . 

“ Did you invent the thing yourself? ” 

” Then vou oiieht to be propricinr of your own business 
instead of tramping about tbc country.” commented Norman. 
” W'ere you serimis when ymi callc<l this meat rabbit. iv 
never tasted anvtbing so ilcliciniis in all my life. 

“^Tavbe it’s the way it’s cooked, sir.” said 
holdini:' the pound note l.csilanlly .n Ins fingers. ' 

the idea, guv’nor? You want some change, don t you. 

‘ ..I, „v opinion, .ins i. v.rnh a <,u.d - pn he 

money in voiir pocket and forget all about it. 

Norman. ‘‘Then you’d^ better get busy on the eats. 1 ne 

did like feeding alone.” 
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The man looked at the pound note again, almost as though 
he suspected its genuineness, and then tucked it into one of 
his many pockets. 

“Well, it’s rare kind of you. guv’nor,” he said. “When 
you asked if you might join me in a bite. I didn’t mean for 
you to pay so ^leeply. The little monkey’s nothing. I make 
em as I go along the roads, between towns and villages. 
Twigs out of the hedges, a head or two. and odd bits of rabbit 
skin. I manage all right, sir. Always enough to buy 
bread and tea and such like.” 

“ Been doing this sort of thing long? ” 

“Nigh on ten years, guv’nor— since the old woman died. 
Iheres not a corner of the country that hadn’t seen me and 
my pirnping monkeys.” The tramp deftly made himself a 
sand\ych and laughed with carefree happiness. ” Proprietor 
of a business, eh? ” he went on. recalling Norman Conquest’s 
words. Not me. guv’nor! I reckon I’d he stifled inside of 
a month. There’s nothing to beat the open road, no matter 
whether it s summer or winter. As long as I make a few 
shillings a week. I’m happy.” 

And Norman Conquest believed him. Seldom, indeed, had 

the devil-may-care 1066 ’ seen a more contented member 

of the human race. There was something very likable about 
the wiry little tramp. 

“ Another sand^X'ch. guv’nor? ” 

as**h^‘n f tliought reader.” said Norman. 

ooini.7 i, the last mouthful of his sandwich into its ap- 

supped you of your own 

“There’s plenty for two. sir.” said the tramp as he nre- 
pared another ^andwirh. "And mv name isn’t^Bill 
your pardon, sir. It's Mandeville.’’ 

Come again? ” 

a LlrU 7^' ■ Livingstone.” said the tramp, with 

vou'’™; "-x i’- i>avi„- 

.vs'inulL'' “Wll"'"'!’"'.”, ’I"- D'-'perndo, hk eye. 

‘^nne ' The 3 I ' T.'T Living- 

n a t na,!!' T : “"''"•■■■■y binkc, eomcimo. have ,l,c fu^- 

soa n- b'Te- iz 

"" K- Nnrman „aa soon explain- 

trm,hle „ “he rnfadlTo? a 
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The tire was ii|). and they sal l)y it and smoked. 

Norman Conquest did not particularly care wliether he moved 
on now. or in an hour’s time. He was rather enjoying himself. 
Tile tramp with the strange name of Mandeville Livingstone 
proved to he a simple-hearted fellow with a shrewd and happy 
philosophy. He was full of interesting yarns and an^49*®s, 
an<l one of the things he said rather '•tuck in Norman’s mind. 
He was talking about his little jumping monkey toys. 

“ I generally ask sixpence for ’em. guv’nor. hut you can’t 
he hard and fast.” he said. “ When I see a kiddy's ma 
hasn’t got the money to pay. I sometimes let one go for two- 
pence or even a penny.” 

” You sound as though you’ve got kiddies of your own. 

” I ha<l once, guv’nor — a little girl of five.” said the tramp, 
hi-, voire dropping ami hecoming a little luisky. “ Funny 
you should say that. The first monkey I ever made was for 
her. She and her mother both went together. That’s when 
we were going round the fairs with a travelling puppet show. 
We happened to liit a town up north where there was a flu 
epidemic, and they were both gone inside ten days. Me. too. 
tiearly. I couldn’t work the puppets without the missus.” 

He fell silent and poked the fire with a 'take of wood. And 
while Norman Comjuest res[)ected the tramp’s thoughts hy 
refraining from asking questions, they both heard a sudden 
slithering of heavy feel beyond the hedge. It was clear that 
somebody had just dismounted from a bicycle. 

Norman glanced round. .A thin, keen-faced, efiicient-looking 
police -ergeant was climbing over the stile. 

“Come and warm ytuir hands, Clarence.” 'aid Norman 
Conquest cordially. “ l^lenty of room beside the fire. It 
must be a cold job cycling ab«)ut these blighted country 


"^'’The police olTicer gave him a surprised look and then 

turned his attention to the tramp. 

” This your fire? ” he asked bluntly. 

” I made it. yes.” ,, 

”1 suppoM- you know you’re trespassing.'’ went on the 

sergeant. “ You’ll have to move thi- font and your other 

kelter and be getting on your way.” 

The man’s attitude was unpleasant and othcious. ine 
charge of trespassing was paltry and his very interference 
was uncalled for. Norman Conquest, with one keen glance, 
sized the sergeant up. He was a youngish man. devoid ot 
ali seii'C of humour, and he probably nursed a secret grudge 
against the authorities for keeping him in a rural m- 

.^tead of giving him a chance to cx^cise his rnassive brain 
power in a big community. Such officers are always apt to 
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go about looking for petty offenders. They can’t wink at 
anything because their eyelids are not made that way. 

Come, come. Clarence,” said Norman banteringly. Cut 
out the starch and unbend. Squat down and have one of my 
cigarettes. You re all wong about Mandeville Livingstone. 

He’.s a charming fellow. As for trespassing ” 

*' I don’t know who you are. sir, hut I’ll trouble you to 
mind your own Imsiness,” interrupted the sergeant curtly. 

Maybe you’re the owner of that big car I saw along the 
road? ” 

” Why. my dear Holmes, this is marvellous! ” said Norman, 
in an^zement. Such brilliant powers of deduction stagger 

'"hti *’’'*’*• ^ car.” 

.. w ” trouble you for your name and address, sir!” 

Have I been trespa>sing, too? ” 

” You left your car without lights.” 

Is my fault jf the electrical thingummyjig lets me 
down. retorted Norman. “Besides, I took 'Jolly good care 

to leave the car on the grass verge, so you can’t trot out any 
obstruction charge. ' 

“ I beg your pardon, sir, but the off-side wheels of your 

?hp standing fully on 

“ Well well!” interrupted Norman drawlingly. “What a 

acroL 7fl>''n Clarence! IV come 

llml, s ' I’l'Klt'inp coppers ,n iny time, but you're the 

t^k thf°d''°dl '" '“■V '■ yoar tape measure and 

ook the deadly evidence! One of these days when they’re 

The mTn"‘r'r‘*n‘^ inspector f” 

1 nc mon ijusii6d ongri]y» 

add/esL”'"''^^'' your name and 

•‘YnT!‘!-^? where you’re wrong.” said Norman blithely 
my 7rZ7 "" ■"y "J'lress. And what' 

R«?rJ *i,®.®f'‘geant could do nothing, and he knew it 

lit up as he cau<»lit si<»h» n( ^ *i eyes suddenly 

skin in the grass! “ Poachin^ Jh’ l»l«(>dy-looking rabbit 

Mandeville Livingstone sprang „p like a jack-in-thebo. 
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and Norman Conquest <;rinned. The little man was looking 
ratlier like an angry ferret. 

“ You can’t arrest me.” he >aid hotly. ” I've got a clean 
record, I have. I’ve never poached anything. What’s more, 
I’m going to slay right where I am. This meadow belongs 
to a fanner named Burns, and he told me 1 could camp here 
and he gave me permission to have as many rabbits as I 
liked! ” 

'Fbe statement \vas so patently true, and it so completely 
r»)blied the sergeant of his case that he drew back with a 
scowl. 

” ri! see Mr. Burns right away, and if I find you’ve been 
lying. Til lock you up.” he threatened. 

He was moving away in di>order when his foot touched 
against llic little monkey toy which Norman Conquest had 
bought and had laiil in tlie gra-s. The sergeant’s foot came 
lown on tlie toy with a savage crunch, smashing it to frag- 


ments. 

” Here, you can’t do that! ” shouted the tramp, running 
lorwaid and pushing tlie police oflicer violently aside. “I’ve 

just sold tlie tijy to tliis gentleman ” 

He broke off for tlic sergeant, with an unpleasant smile of 
'ati-facti»»n. was stuipiiing haiulcuffs over hi' tsTist. The little 
tramp's evc» were round witli consternation. 

“ Vou’ri* cliarged with assaulting a police oflicer.” saitl die 

sergeant grimly. ,, 

“But I didn’t do notliing! ” panted the tramp. 1 never 

touclied you ! ” i i i i ri- • 

Norman Conciue'l wondered what he should do. His in- 
clination was to hean this police pc'-! on the spot, hut he had 
no cic'ire to gel into iroidde over sucli a trivial incident. At 
the same time, there wa> no doidit that the harmless little 
tramp was “ for it.” A man of his standing would have no 
chance whatever against the word of a police sergeant before 

a bench of magistrates. , , i i 

“ Now. look here.” beean Norman, and then he 'topped, 
tr-rrter had wormed its way through the fill'' and was 
barking furi..usly. But Norman Conquest was not looking at 
the terrier. girl was stamling on the step of the stile tile- 
flickerin': firelight illuminating her trim figure, her sweet face. 

and her mass of wavy blonde hair. ’* -I'ked 

“ Wliat has the p<Jor man done. Sergeant Roptr. a ked 
the girl, and her soft and melodious voice was a perfect matcli 
for her thoroughbred appearance. 
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Sergeant Roper looked at the girl with an air of unmhtak- 
able deference. 

“ It’s all right, Miss Trevor,” he said. Only a bit of 
trouble with this tramp ” 

” It would be more correct to say. Miss Trevor, that the 

P Conquest 

smoothly. I m afraid I annoyed the sergeant by calling 
him names, and we all lost our tempers/^ 

girl I'ad come forward into the meadow, and Norman 

^ n u to 

ncrtase the blaze. He could see her much better now. Her 

lair beauty was something to marvel at and her large eves 

as blue as Mediterranean pooh, were wide open with girJiv], 

sympathy as she beheld the luckless tramp. 

^^T^his man assaulted me. miss,” said the sergeant gruflly 

led aldT"’ eirl’s eyes suddenly Iwink 

i/humo.,!^ possessed a quick sense 

co,.ld„ . , hurt you .f he tried! Pn. sure ycu^r'^ no. S .0 

The sergeant, under the 
wilt. “ If I le7 Wm 'go'’Thrdm^^” ‘''^inning tc. 

girI.\urrnVhrr"bir e5« u™7^him 

lights. “ You're much L hT atd • “ 

petty. I've al,vaya7ad 'uch a 1.!^!. T”"''’"; ‘‘‘’e “">'""'"8 

The gratified Roper unlocked The hand " ff' ’'“j 
devi,^ Uvi„gs,one'’a hat' and tte tok! 

saidtern1y“'“Bu,"rem 't T"® he 

out ol this district hy .omTrrow'l'lT r™ yorin h'’"’’'' "7 
Don t you be deceived hy his looks mlT T V 

txoing on in this district laldy.’’ *"*^*^^ ® been funny things 

■■rn’'a"quict'''rfral”plaTe'’lit’’Ltl'' 

mean. Mr. Roper? ” Bardlow. Whatever do you 

myst^^uMy' '•All Tlno^t^t 
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too. .-\nd i’lo «iol loo friendly towards any strangers.” He 
j:ave Norman Comjne.'-t a significant look. “ I’d like to know 
what yini’re doing, sir. making free with tramp>! ” 

“ I di'like the way y«>u keep referring to my friend, Mr. 
Living^l(me. as a tramp,” said Norman severely. ” Mr. 
Livingstone is an artist. .\rtists are notoriously eccentric. 
If Mr. Living’«lone prefers to sleep in a tent and eat smoky 
slices of ral)l>il. wlio arc we to criticize? I’ve never tasted 
smoky rahhit before and I can give you my word it is a hot 
number.” 

” You make me feel (juile hungry! ” said the girl, laughing. 
Her frank friendliness gave Norman a l)ig kick. He had 
never met a girl like her. She was so fresh and open; such 
a part *>f the fair counlry>ide. Innocence in a young girl 
was a (juality .Norman had never actually discovered. He 
had thought it tmn-cxi'^tent— until nyw. The way she turned 
her eyes on him and inspected him with aImo>l childlike 
curiosity was ^imply devastating. 

” I’m learning all sorts of things this evening.” said Norman 
smilingly. ” I’m finding out that it’s a good thing, now and 
again, to gel in touch with real people — people of the o}»en 
spaces. I feed as though I’ve had half*a-<lozen tonics.” 

” Are you staying in the di-tricl? ” she inquired, with 

naive simplicity. , ,, 

“ Whv. yes. Miss Trevor; I’m in very comfortable rooms at 

the Red' Lion in Great Bardlow.” Norman Conquest spoke 
with unblushing glihness. “Norman is the name. I ve been 
doing a lot of brain work lately.^ and a week in the heart of 

the coimtry is a fine rest cure. ’ ... 

“Brain work?” The girl looked at him with interest. 

“ Oh. you d..n’t mean to say that you write books . 

“Not really.” said Norman modestly. Just thrillers, you 

"why on earth he was telling these fai^ tales he could not 
for the life of him understand. He had no desire at all to 
deceive the ‘’iri. Until five minutes ago he had had no de>,ire 
at X.^stry at the Red Lion in Great Bardlow. He knew 
that he was perfectly safe in mentioning the Red Lmn. as 
he had never yet encountered an English village without 

*'''sh^^"ave 'him another friendly smile and a nod and made 

r^aef ’as'^sL't;.:::^- that .ii. ser 
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** Slit'V all lhat, agrrod ihv serguanl. giving him a 

cold look. ** She*s the daughter of Sir Hastings Trevor, of 

I.. 1 1 1 _ I . » . » . ^ ’ 


'-viv* » iiic uuu^iiicx ui oir nasiings i revor, oi 

the Hall — ami uV no good you ever thinking you’re likely to 
meet her again. If I hadn’t been here, sh«‘ wouldn’t have 
spoken to you; «ho’s not the sort that makes free with 
strangers.” 

‘What exacliy. you mean by ‘making free/ I can only 
imagine, said Norman. “ But if your mind is anything like 
r think it is. it’s something pretty foul. And you’re wrong. 

Clarenee. I regard Mis< Trevor as a fragrant flower ” 

But Sergeant Roper, with a grunt of impatience, was on 
ms way back to his bicycle. He did not appreciate Norman’s 

flippancy. And the Desperado turned witli a grin to his 
friend, the tramp. 

“ Well, now thar Beauty ami the Bra.**! have pone on tlicir 
way. I suppo>e I might a> w. II he shifting too.” he said. ” You 
don t happen t(* kn«»w' in wliidi direetion the Hall lies I 
suppo.se'/ No. yini w'ouldn’t. Let it go.” 

The crinkly faced tramp’s eyes were twinkling 
‘ She is a rare pretty piece, sir,” he agreed. ” She must 
have a kind nature too. or she wouldn’t have stood up for 

1. «"t of his eyes and^ was 

replaced by a look of hot rcsentmenl. “ As for that sergeant, 

agaiiir’’ "*'*'*' *" with me 

Norman looked thoughtful. 

‘‘Take a tip from me, Mandeville.” he said shrewdly 
Shift yo^ur camp to some other spot— loni-ht I’ve me. 

rCd ^ hV con" s 

round on his^ heal he might pick another quarrel with you— 
and you won t have anybody to stand up for you next tLe ” 

!nv i guv’nor. Not as I’ve got 

any thing to run away for.” he added quickly, 
done any poaching — ” ' ^ 

” Mandeville! ” 

He was almost sorrv in fan oi me road. 

1*1; 3..nis'’Ar™ 

...» -if 


M 


I’ve never 
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.i'-M>!tnnni of tav.Tii--. Luckily, the Kcd Lion proved to he 
.'tu- ol tlir Ix-vt of t!ie hunch; j coinfortal)le old tiine inn with 
a Im I l-IiiiilKTod front an«l inullioned windoYv--. 

kn.-u jHrfccily well fhut lie was acting like an 
ih'oliiif' fool; hut he want straight into the Red Lion and 
hook'-d a -itting room atul a hcdrnoni. and paid a week’s i<‘nf 
in advance. Tlie chances Yvere he would drive on to London 
as soon as his car was rearly. He had left Joy Everard, his 
cliarminp little parttier. with her two aunts in Clacton; and. 
in tact, he ha<l heen on a leisurely roimdahout cruise to 
London when his car had played tricks with him. 

But he Yvasn’t tliinking of “ young Pixie ” — as ho always 
thought of Joy — at this moment. He could see nothing i)uf 
a refreshingly innocent face and two big blue eyes. In a 
tramjuii frame of mind he partook of a drink, gave instruc- 
tions to tile lamllord to have his car fetched in. and then went 
to bed. 

* * * 


It wa- a few minutes l>efor<* midnight when Sir Hastings 
I'ri'vor approached Bar<llow Hall in his hig car. The weahliy 
landowner had been dining with some friends in a neighbour- 
ing town and he Yvas alone in the car except for Briggs, his 
chauffeur. He Yvas do7ing. in fact, for he had indulged rather 
freely in his friends’ port during tlie evening; and he was 
awak<’ned with a jolt as the hig limousine came to an abrupt 
stop, the wheels shrieking on the macadam as the cliaufTeur 


trod hard on the brakes. 

" Damnation! ” swore Sir Hastings, awakening with a start. 
" What the hell do you think you're doing. Briggs? Haven’t 
I told you 1 ” 

“ There’s— there’s something in the road, sir,” ejaculated 
the chauffeur in a scared voice. " I only just pulled up in 
time. I.onks as though there’s been an accident.” 

He was out of the car by this lime and standing shakily 
over something which lav fully revealed in the glare of the 
big headlamps. Cursing freely. Sir Hastings opened his own 
door and aliglited heavily on the road. 

“ Coml God. Briggs, vnu’re a~ white as a sheet! ” he said. 

m a startled voire. “What on earth . . . Oh! ’ 

He stood stock-till. What he «aw was not pleasant. The 
car li'dits were rather too bright. On the road was stret.hed 
the hodv of a police ofTicer. hi^ legs in an untidy tangle. Ins 
arms flung outward^— and the hark of his head a mere pulp, 
with blood Iving in pools on either side of Ins hidden face. 

It was. indeed, a ghastly sight. ,, 

“He must have been hit by a lorry, or something, whis- 
pered the rhauffeur. in a frightened voice. I cat. l look at 
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it, sirl I'm all lainl. . . 

He turiictl aside, ciingiiit; to the car for support. i>ir 
ilastiiiga Ircvor uus made ol sterner stulf. lie bent Jovmi 
more closely, but look care not to approacli loo near. 

This injury wasn’t caused by any motor vehicle, liriy^s," 
he said grimly. “Look at these marks and scratches on the 
road. Signs of a struggle, if I'm any judge. And the wound 
IS peppered with fragments of wood hark, it’s murder! ” 
lie pa.-ped tlie dead man’s arm and half lilted the body. 

It s Sergeant Koper, sii I ” gasped Hriggs. who look a 
look at that uioment. 

“1 thought as much— I thought I recognized the shape ol 
his back, ’ -aid the landowner quietly. “ I dare say 1 ought 
not to have touched the body at all. Drive as fast as vou 
can to the Hall and telephone to the police in Studbury. fell 
them what’s happened and try to be lucid. If Miss Primrose 

IS still up, don t tell her anything about this But there’s 

not a cliance she'll be up. Hurry away, Briggs.” 

But you, Sir Hastings? You're not going to stay here 
- . . with . . . with ...” 

. stammering, you fool!” Map- 
ped Sir Hastings. Somebody’s got to stay here. We can’t 
leave the body lying unguarded in the middle of ilie road — 
and we musln t move it either. Be off with you.” 

progress was 

somewhat erratic as he drove up the road. His master moved 

thing on the ground 
fl hand was as steady as a rock and the 

match flame did not even flicker. The little glow revealed a 

'“He"' IroHed h Sir Hastings Trevor’s face. 

He strolled about, calm and even placid. Within ten 

hreT. ®®’ steadier now, and his 

breath smelled of strong spirits. Evidently he had seized the 
oprwrtun.ty to have a couple of quick ones. 

to Inspector Marshall, sir,” he reported: “The 
inspector was just going home and he had his car richt 
outs.de the Studbury police .talion. He said I.e’d come righ! 

.ui7tt‘ ZZJ:. " ttt^elve ‘"he- 7'"'“'’^” 

Nn M walk to the Hall 

,ue;ti-o„’";-„o’”'‘ •' inspector might want to 

eatne to a st/udstii. Te'^iJer; ^^’'^ura/lLp^r a"'d”T 
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con<tal)le. Very few word:; were necessary. Mr. Marshall 
went across to the body, looked at it. and then shook his 
head. 


“Horrible!” he said, visibly shakin-:. “God! I’ve seen 

a few {»ha.‘itly sights \e^, he’s Koper, right enough. 

Somebody must have jumped at him from behind ” He 

broke oil. bending down and Hashing a powerful electric torch. 

Anyliow. the poor chap knew nothing about it, sir.” 

“ See those scraps of wood bark cntatiglcd in the matted 
hair.'’ wooden slake was used. I imagine — probably a 

pi' < «• of [ialt-«i«-a(l timber lorn out of a hedge.” 


an interesting point, sir.” >aid Inspector Marshall. 


If the timber hacin’t been half dead, the bark wouldn’t have 


fallen away. Tlie doctor will tell tt.s more when he comes. 
. . . I left in>tructions in Studbury that he was to follow 
as quickly as possible. An ambulance, too. I understand 
that it was you who first saw the body, sir? ” 

“ Briggs -aw it first — my chaufleur.” said Sir Hasting.® 
Trevor. “ I was do/ing, in fact.” 

He briefly explained how the body had been (li>covered. and 
the inspector again bent down and made a tentative and half- 
hearted examination. 

“ He hasn’t been dead an hour.” he muttered. “ Diligent 
and efficient chap. Rojter. Too efficient, perhaps. I’ve never 
had a man under me who so got on my nerves. Always com- 
plaining about the dullne,«s of the routine.” 

He took hold of the body and heaved it over on its side, 
fully exposing the face. The dead sergeant’s eyes were wide 
open, and he seemed to wear an expression of shocked sur- 
prise. Death must have come to him very suddenly. 

“Hallo!” said the inspector. “What’s this?” 

Lying on the ground, revealed by the shifting of the body, 
was a little scrap of fluffy fur. Both men bent down curiously, 
and Inspector Marshall picked up the object. ^ ^ 

“ Rabbit skin.” he commented. “ Funny- Why, it s 

fashioned into the ^liape of a liny monkey! 


CHAPTER THREE 
The Scent of Battle 

The find was so extraordinary that the inspector was corn- 
plctely nonpiu‘*?cd. He was not a very imaginative man. He 
was elderly, stoutish. and his pnmiofbm had come in the 
natural order of things, and not bccauM- he possessed any 

brilliance. 
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“ This ought to be a valuable clue, sir,” he said heavily. 
It must have been left l)y the murderer. 1 can’t imagine 
Roper playing about with a child’s trifle of this sort. What 
do you make of it. sir? ” 

” It might mean anything — or it might mean nothing,” 
replied Sir Hastings, with a shrug. ” I don’t know much 
about Roper, hut I’ve heard that he was very unpopular. It 
seems to be just a commonplace, sordid crime. Roper prob- 
ably met a tramp or a poacher on the road and tried to 
arrest him.” 


” That’s what you gel for being conscientious.” grunted the 
inspector. “There’ll be a rare to-do over tliis business, sir! 
Wait until the Chief Constable hears about it!” 

I m sorry, Inspector, but I don’t propose to do anything 
of the sort.” said Sir Ha-tings dryly. “ You don’t want me 
any more, I take it? ” 

“ Why. no. sir. Thanks for your help, sir.” 

The inspector saluted and Sir Hastings Trevor got into his 
car and drove to Bardlow Hall. There was a calm, satisfied 
expression on his face as the big automobile wound its way 
up the beautifully kept drive, with its borders of narcissi and 
daffodils and croQil^es. Sir Hastings was met by a calm, 
dignified butler in the spacious lounge hall. 

“ Quite a hit of excitement this evening. Dawes,” com- 
mented Sir Hastings, as the man assisted him out of his 
overcoat and took his hat and scarf. 

“ Yes. sir. I've heard talk of it.” 


“Is Mr. Sangley anywhere about?” 

“ He came in a short time ago, sir,” said Dawes. “ I think 
he has gone to his own study.” 

Ask him to join me in the library.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

j straightened his well-cut evening jacket 

walked into the handsome library, and poured a very large 
brandy and soda. Then he sat down at his desk and relaxed 
Ihere came a discreet tap at the door, and a bent, bespecta- 
cl6d, scholarly*iooking man ^‘nt^red. 

Sit down. Sangley.” said the landowner, with a wave of 
his hand towards an easy chair beside the desk. “ I want to 
compliment you on your performance. Very few private sec- 
retaries could have done so well.” 

“ I don’t think I muddled anything, sir,” said Sangley, in 
an apologetic voice. But it was rather a rush job, and in 
some ways I was quite lucky.” 

Hastings flicked his automatic lighter and held the 
little name to a cigar. 

“Yes,” he went on. between puffs, “you made a very ex- 
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cellent job of Roper’s head, Sangley. One blow, I take it? 
You’ve got more strength than one would imagine.” 

A twisted little grin appeared on the scholarly man’s thin 
lips. 

” It’s not so much strength, sir. as knack,” he murmured. 
” I happened to gel in a direct blow, and the wooden club I 
used was very strong and heavy.” 

” You wore gloves, of course? ” 

” Ob. come, sir! ” protested Sangley. 

” I apologize, Sangley; it was a foolish question.” said Sir 
na''tings. “ A man of your experience would naturally wear 
gloves. You limed your action cleverly. There was very 
little cliance that any other motorist would he the fir«t to 
find the body.” 

“ Don’t you think it would have been safer, sir, if you had 
left some other motorist to find it? ” 

” Not at all. \^’e. at the Hall, are quite aI)ove suspicion, 
and it was the most natural thing in the world for me to 
discover Fxoper on my way home from the Carltons’.” said 
Sir Hastings Trevor. ” In a thing like tins. Sangley. we 
can’t take any chances — and. although you may not like it. 
I was not prepared to trust even your efficiency. It wa- vital, 
therefore, that I should he the first to see the Imdy. if only 
to make sure tliat Roper was completely dead.” 

” I’m rather uncomfortable about Briggs, sir.” 

” Then, don’t be. Briggs is not one of us. I know — but 
that is all to the good.” said the landowner. " The man is 
very much of a fool and his reactions were sati'^factorily 
genuine. The police will que«tton him. rather than me. and 
lii« answers will necessarily be natural. I can easily give 
him notice at the end of the month when the unfortunat( 
affair lias blown over.” 

” I was about to make the same suggestion, sir.” 

Tlie bearing of these two men remained that of employer 
and private secretary, even in the clo-e intimacy of this very 
compromising conversation; even though the walls and win- 
dows and doors of the library were utterly soundproof. 

.Sir na''tings yawned. ro‘e to his feet, ami took out his 

walh'f. 

“ Well. .Sangley. I’m going to bed. BcM place for you. 
too. Then-’s no earthly reason why we 'liould alter our 
ii'-ual routine.” 

He withdrew a number of notes from hi* wallet — ten ten- 
ners — and dropped them carelessly on tlic desk. 

” For me. sir? ” said Sancley eagerlv. 

“Yes; regard if as a little bonus.” said Sir Hastings. 
“There mav'be more later. We’re damned lucky to have 
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got rid of Roper so easily. The man was becoming more 
than a pest; his activities, of late, have been positively Avor- 
rying. You carried out the rest of your instructions, of 
course? ” 

“ In every detail, sir.” 

“No hitch?” 

” Without boasting, sir,” said Sangley modestly, ” I can 
safely say that Avhen I undertake a job, there are never any 
hitches.” 

« * • 

Norman Conquest slept badly. Tlierc a, as no osiensihle 
reason for tins, as he was an exceedingly fit young animal, 
and the bed at the Red Lion Avas extraordinarily comfortalde 
and Avell aired. 

He Avas not tin* kind ol man. either, to sleep fitfully ljceau«r 
he was in a strange hed. Norman could sleep anyAvliere, O'* 
a rule. In his various wanderings aliout the Avorld he Inid 
sometimes been obliged to sleeji in spots which Avould Imve 
given the average man rheumatoid artliritis Avith complica- 
tions of such an alarming nature lliai even doctor*/ are apt 
to talk of them in awed Avhispcrs. 

His sleeplessness Avas not due to the blue eyes Avhiih <K‘ca- 
sionally drifted across his vision. Niirinan Conque-t regarded 
himself as blue-eye-proof. 

He repeatedly told himself that he was acting like a per- 
fect fool. There Avas no earthly reason Avhy ho should hove 
stiyed the night in Great BardloAV. The electrical troiilile 
wUch his Hispano had developed could probably have lu’cn 
pu right by an efficient mechanic in half an hour, lie could 
haAe done it himself, only he had not been in the mooil. 

ITo. there Avas something else. . . . 

^o^man could not explain it— he had not lieen able to 
exp'ain it on other occasions — hut there seemed to he a 
zeplyring whisper of danger in the very air. Which, on the 
face of it. was ah.surd. No sleepier spot than Great RardloAv 
couH he found in the Avhoh* United Kingdom. And yet 
When Norman Conquest’s nostrils lAviiched and sniffed 
the dr he could almost catch the scent of coming battle. 
^ could hear tlie drumming of distant strife. 

Idiqic— fantastic— in fact, fat-headed. The silence of Great 
Bardlqv Avas of that tranquil, peaceful quality Avhich is *0 
characeristic of sleepy English villages. An occasional bark 
ot a ditant dog. the mournful cry of a discontented oaa-I. and 
the twiler of sAvallows making themselves more comfortable 
m bed were the only disturbances— Avith the possible excep- 

tion of . far-off cock, wffio kept making the absurd mistake 
that dawi had come* 
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Hi-ll! " said Norman Conquest, rolling over in 
the twentieth lime. 

binding that sleep was impossible, lie resolved to get up 
and smoke a cigarette. Ten seconds later he was asleep. 
;>ucli i> tile perverMty of human nature. But less than a 
couple of minutes later he was awakened— or so it seemed to 
him. He did not trouble to look at his watch, but if he had 
done so he would have found that two hours had passed and 
the time was nearly 2 a.m. The far-off cock, now becoming 
siomewhat lioarse. \va?> siill announcing the dawn. 

There were otlier souihN. The tramping of heavy feet on 
the hard ntacadain of Bardlow High Streel. An occasional 
muttering of gruff voices. 

Norman got tmt of bed. went to the quaint old window, 
and looked out. It was very dark, and not a light was 
gleaming from any wimlow uj) and down that straggling vil- 
lage street. Some men were walking along in the middle 
of till* roarl. and in spite of the intense gloom Norman recog- 
ni/ed flie -liapcs t)f a peaked-cappi'd in-pi-ctor and a lielmcted 
constal'le. Between them was another man, very much 
smaller. They passed the Red Lion without a word, and 
the e<ho of their feet died away. 

Norman Conque-t slirugged. Probably some local drunk. 
He yawned aiul went to lied again. That premonition of 
gathering storm clouds still sent little tingles up and down 
his }-i)ine and formed effervescent hubbies in his blood, but 
he took less heed now. for lie was feeling serenely sleepy. 
And. in fact, after he bad got back into bed. he did not 
awaken until the sun was shining with springlike friendliness 
through the cfiintz curtains of his window. 

“ Morning, and the return of common sense to her thrrne,” 
Norman told himself, as he made- for the one bathroom vhich 
the hotel boasted. “ A spot of breakfast, a friendly word 
with mine host, and I’ll be on my way to London insice an 
hour." 

But twice during his bath he had vision.s of a friendly, 
crinkly, twisted face — and no less than six times he had 
visions of a fair and sweet face, complete with happy blue 
eyes. Common sense, apparently, was making a detour. 

Norman dressed and went downstairs. In the picliresque, 
stone-flagged hall of the inn he encountered the rudly-faced 
landlord, and mine host had an uncommonly serious expres- 
sion on his face which, overnight, had been all smles. He 
took a look at the immaculate, perfectly groomed figure of 
his young guest and spoke as follows; 

“ This is a rare bad business, sir.” 

” Don’t tell me you’ve run out of ham and eggs? ” asked 
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Norman, with concern. “ I know, from experience, that tliere’s 
never anything else on the menu at a country inn. and your 
Bardlow air has given me an appetite which must be seen 
^ to be believed.^ 

“ But of course, sir, I was forgetting; you’ve only just 
come down,” said the landlord. *' You haven’t heard? ” 

” Heard what, Boniface? ” 

” Why, about the murder.” 

‘‘Don’t tell me you have murders in ihis neck of llie 
woods? ” 

“ There aren’t many as had a good word for Sergeant 
Roper, being as he was what you might call such a nosey- 
parker, sir, but nobody wanted to see him murdered.” con- 
tinued mine host, with a grave shake of his head. “ It’s a 
gcod thing for Bardlow that it wasn’t done by anybody local. 
It's time they did something to clear these tramps ofT the 
roads. Rifi-rafT. I call them, sir.” 

Something seemed to prickle under Norman Conquest’s 
skin, but his bearing was as cool and self-possessed as ever. 
That danger signal had not been fooling. Some immutable 
prank of fate had prompted him to slay the night in Great 
Bardlow. and the fun and frolics were hovering about in the 
I offing, 

*■ Tell me more.” drawled Norman, when he and Mr. 
Reeves, the landlord, reached the privacy of the little coffee 
room. ** Sergeant Roper is about the only man. other than 
yourself, I have met in this backwater. I had a short chat 
with him last night, as a matter of fad. about my stranded 
car.* 

“ Well, you won’t have no more chats with him. sir.” said 
the landlord, with a shake of his head. “ He’s dead — with 
the back of his skull crushed in like an eggshell. Sir 
Hastings found him on the road at about midnight. It must 
have been a big shock for the squire. I reckon.” 

Norjian lazily placed a cigarette in his mouth. 

Wthoul wishing to speak ill of the dead. I must say that 

the Roper pestilence struck me as being one of nature’s major 

he observed. ” In fact. I’ve seldom come across 

a bloke who so palpably went about asking people to bash 

t hack of the head. And who did this worthy 

deed? ” ' 

“ Why, that tramp, sir— that feller who was selling his 

nionkey tiys in the village yesterday 

t Oh, yis? said Norman softly. 

He didrft believe it. He had spent an hour in the com- 
pany of tie whimsical Mandeville Livingstone, and a more 
harmless Htje man he had never met. The tramp could 
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'uurf have killed Kujx r than he could liave whipped a cliild. 
ll wa-n't in him. llis rough exterior concealed — and oniy 
ligiilly iiMicealed — uiie ol naturc’b true gentlemen. 
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1 licy arrested him in llie tuiddle of the niglit, sir,” said 
tlie lauuJord, “ and they’ve got liim down at the lock-up now. 
Silly thing, 1 reck«m, to keep him in Great Bardlow. hoiks 
are likely to get pretty excited when the news gets all roiiml.” 

.\t»rman romemhered the three ligures he had seen in the 
laikiiess, and he knew no^\• — that the little mail Lclween tlie 
s|HCtor and the constable had been his friend, the tramp. 
“ 1 don’t think Koper was so popular that the villag'rs 
are likely to raid the cop shop at)d do a spot of lynching,” 
said .Norman dryly. ” And why do the ma-ter minds of the 
local police jump to the conclusion that thi'^ tramp did 
Roper sucli a piece of no gootl.'' I’ll bet there are plenty «( 

other people with stronger reasons ” 

“ Ay, maybe, sir, but there’s the evidence,” interrupted the 
landlord. ‘‘ Inspector Marshall was first pul on the truck 
of tlie tramp liccause he found one of them little monkey toys 
under the body. It must have fallen out of the man’s pocket 

during the struggle.” 

“ So they struggled, did they? ” 

“ Seems like it. sir. There’s marks on the road.” 

” Anything else? ” . 

“ \\ hy it’s as clear as davlight. as you might say. Wlten 

the inspector and Bill Siggins— he’s the constable— went to 
the tramp’s tent, lliey found him fast asleep, with blood on 
his clothe'. And. as if that wasn’t enough, there was the 
death weapon hidden in a ditch, ten yards away. A great 
bludgeon of wood, with blood all over the end of it— ay, and 

some of Roper’s hair, and worse! ” , r 

Norman Conquest, without considering the evidence lor a 
fractional second, dismissed it as unworthy of notice, lie 
just didn’t believe it. It was so full of flaws that his opinion 
of the landlord’s intelligence, never very high, fell to ^everal 
degrees below zero. For Mr. Reeves obviously did believe 

'^\nd ^arNorman did not believe in wasting time on a man 
who«e intelligence was of the arctic variety, he di5mts>ed the 
rul^^^ex, and n,a,le a reque, .l,a, .erfs should «a,. upon h.s 
appetite. And, during breakfast, Norman thought a rca 
deal. He thought ^o much, in fart that as soon as he mca 
was finished he strolled out into the sunshine walled down 
the village street, and took lithe strides into the hrtle police 

''"’inspector Marshall was in the office when h*- 

the inspector was talking to somebody on the telephone. 
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cry 


good. 


tniss, 


was* .-a) iiig. “ l hank you 


much, miss. Much ohligctl, I’m sure, for your licip.” 
He hung up and looked acrois at Norman Contiuesl, 
i had pushed a Idler lia-kd ami a pile of looje papers 
and had sealed himself on a corner of the inspector’s 


■■ Look here, sir, you can’t do that! ” 


Can't do what? 


very 

who 

asirle 

(1.- k. 


“Sit on my de.sk like that! ” 

“ Don’t be silly; I’m doing it,” said Norman, lighting a 
smoke. “ I uruleT.sland tliat you’ve got a j)iison(T liere, tucked 
away in the dankest cell. A man named Mandeville Living- 
stone. charged willi murdering Sergeant Koper? ” 

The inspector, very red in ihe face, liad half risen to his 
feet. The cool effrontery of this well-dres-ed young stranger, 
who forced his way into the office and sal on desks, hud 
stirred some deep inner emotion. Mr. Marshall was a stolid, 
rule-of-thumb police officer, and strangers never sal on his 
desk. It Avas an unlreard-of liberty. 

“ That’s true, but ” 

“Fine! ” said Norman crisply. “Show me to the prisoner: 
I Avani to see him.” 


^ou want to see him! ” echoed Inspector Marshall thickly. 
“ Look here, young man. if you think you can come into my 

office and virtually take charge of it ” 

That, in fact, sums it up in a nutshell,” drawled Norman 
Conquest imperturbably. “ Careless of me to neglect the 
introductions. Marshall. I think, is your name— l)ut I’ve the 
advantage of you. A trifle Ave’Il soon set in order.” 

He took a white card from his pocket and tossed it care- 
lessly on the blotting pad in front of the inspector. Mr 
Marshall picked it up and then stiffened. For the name he 

"'as— “ ^'iHiam Williams, Chief Inspector, 
C.I.D., New Scotland Yard.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 

Norman Conquest Takes Charge 

It was sheer miscliievous devilry which had prompted Norman 
Conquest to Pracuse the little dec<ia.tion. Not that he carried 
Chief Inspector Williams’ card on him by mere chance. He 
h^ad other cards also— bearing various important names 
Norman believed in being prepared for all emergencies 
The effect upon Mr. Marshall was marked— and indeed 

rnTstlmed"'"/n kn h- struggled to his feei 

and saluted. In all his years of service at Studbury~for he 
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was only on iluty at the Groat Bardlow polite station until 
Ropi-r’' >iiccessor couki he appointed — he had never had a 
visit from one of the Big Men of Scotland Yard. And, 
frankly. Norman Conquest was not his conception of a Big 
Man. 

“Sorry, sir; I didn’t imagine the Chief Constable would 
■^eek tlie help of the ’i’ard.” he said, in a flustered voice. “ Yes, 
^ir: we’ve got the man here.” 

■■(»ood! ’’ Norman waved an airy Iiand. “I dare say you 
expected to a mueli older man. eh? Believe it or not, 
Iti'pector. it’s a tricky hii'-iness. in these days of the police 
college, to spot a ^ ard man! Well, move over and we’ll get 
down to bu'iness.” 

With the utmo^t sang-froid he elbowed Insjiector Marshal) 
out of the wav and seated himself in Mr. .\Iarshairs chair. 
Mr. Marshall wa'^ obliged to sit down <ui a hard form. 

“ I’m not entirely satisfied with the evidence.” continued 
N'orman. “Roper wa«« found. I understand, with the back of 
his head smashed in; under the body was a little toy monkey, 
and this led you to suspect an itinerant hawker, who had been 
selling the things in the village yesterday. You found the man 
asleep, and tliere were hloc»d-stains on his clothes; you also 
found the weapon, a heavy bludgeon, in a ditch nearby.” 

Tlie Inspector was impressed l)y hi- visitor’s complete 
knowledge of the case. 

“ Yes, sir. it’s a perfectly straightforward business,” he 
said. “ Naturally, the fellow protested his innocence— but 
tliey all dt). I’ln rather surprised that the Yar<J- should have 
thoiiiiht it necessary to send you down. sir. ’ 

“ There’s more in this case than you think, Marshall.” said 
Norman, with a mysterious wag of his head. “ Has the 

prisoner made any statement? ” 

“ Yes. sir; he told a rambling story of a young man who 
shared his supper last evening.” replied the inspector. “ It 
seem> tliat Roper had an altercation witli this young man and 
then ^mashed one .)f the prisoner’s toys. Livingstone sprang 
at Roper and Roper arrested him. Then Miss Trevor of the 
Hall happened to appear on the scene, and she persuaded 
the •icrgeant to let the man go. I’ve seen Miss Trevor this 
morning and she has corroborated the story; she says tliat 
Roper undim!)t«'dly quarrelled with the man.” ^ 

“ And she believes that the tramp killed him? asked 
Norman incredulously. 

“ As a matter of fact. sir. she got very angry and called 
me a muddling old woman.” said the inspector, going slightly 

red. 

■' Better -much better.” murmured Norman. 
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“ I beg your pardon, sir? ” 

“ The girl ha^ sense,” continued Norman, lying back with a 
dreamy look in his eyes. ” -Anybody with half an eye cun 
see the intelligence shiniiueriiig all over her like a lialo.” 

“ But you’re never met Miss Trevor, sir,” protested the 
inspector. ” In any case, yhe’s wrong. She must be wrong. If 
Livingstone didn’t kill Roper, who did? Miss Trevor was 
ringing up just as you came in. sir. She had remembered 
something which migiit be useful. It seems that the young 
man who was with ilie tramp last night is slaying at the 
Red Lion. I’m gf)ing along to see him pre-ently.” 

“ Do.” advised Norman cordially. 

Tlie fact that he would inevitably meet the inspector again 
at llie Red Lion m no way <li>turbed him. All he wanted, at 
the moment, was (t* have a chat with the prisoner. And he 
meant to have it. 

It restored his faitli in human nature to hear that Miss 
Trevor regarded the arrest ot the tramp exactly as lie had 
regarded it. He felt that she was a kindred soul. 

Rising to his feel, he waved an imperious hand and Mr. 
Mar>hal! led the way to the cells. He unlocked a door and 
Norman stepped quickly inside. The unfortunate Mandcvillc 
Livingstone, starting to Ins feet, and opening his mouth in 
order to greet Norman with a cry of recognition, was startled, 
to see his visitor place a finger over his lips. But Mr. Mar- 
shall was not aware of this; all Mr. Marshall could see was 
Norman’s back. 

“So this is the fellow, eli? ” sai<l Norman sternly. “All 
right, Inspector. You can leave us. I want to have a few 
words with the accused in private.” 

“ Yes, sir.” said the inspector meekly. 

He closed the door, and tliey heard his heavy footsteps 
going down the stone-flagged passage. 

“ Just a wheeze, comrade, to hear your end of this cockeyed 
story,” murmured Norman. “ I’ve fooled the old boy into 
thinking I'm a man from Scotland Yard. As he may rumble 
me at any moment, you’d belter spill your piece while the 
spilling is good.” 

“ You ahouldn’t ought to have done a thing like that, 
guv'nor.” said the tramp hoarsely. “ You’ll get yourself into 
trouble ” 

“ Trouble and I are lifelong pals,” said Norman blithely. 

He was inspecting his new friend with razor-keen eyes 
which missed nothing. Mandeville Livingstone was looking 
haggard and strained. Lack of sleep and tlie awful charge 
hanging over his head were responsible for these changes. 
There was a dazed, incredulous look in his eyes, and Norman 
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had seldom seen a more pathetic figure. 

I never done it. guv nor,” whispered the tramp, clinging 
to i\orman s s eeve with the frantic despair of a frightened 
cliild. Oord! When tijey woke me up in the middle of 
the night aiul found that stick in the ditch, I thought I was 
going off me head! I never done it. guvnor! I shifted my 

^iJg«o>ted; I went a couple of miles along 
the Studbury road and pitched my tent on a bit of common.” 

Any idea liou the blood stains got on your clothes? ” 

Oh. iliem! The tramp looked more friglitened than 
I hey took nu jacket away. sir. Tliere wasn’t any 
blood 0)1 it when 1 went to sleep. I never killed him ” 

” All light, brother— <lon’t mistake me for the judge.” said 
\onnan -ootliingly. 

.\s a ketMi ob.server of liiinian eliaracter. lie was ready to 
'Wear tlial thi' unfortunate little man was innocent. But 
there was no denying that he was in a very nasty mess. The 
• vidence was so cimfile and straightforward that it was highly 
dangerous. The fact that Livingstone ha<l no real motive was 
of .secondary importance: for it is not necessary, when the 
drown i- prosecuting a man for murder, to prove a motive. 
Xothing cmints but the evidence, and on that evidence the 

jury must find a verdict. 

* « « 

Inspector Marshall was cogitating over the strange appear- 
ance and demeanour of the supposed Chief Inspector Wil- 
liams. when a large, placid, middle-aged man with apple 
checks entered his office. The large man was dressed in rough 
tweeds and he looked rather like a prosperous farmer. 

‘■’Morning!” he 'aid affablv. “Mr. Marshall. I imagine? 
My name’s Williams— Chief Inspector W^illiams of Scotland 
Yard. I’m down here ” 

” Here, wait a minute! ” interrupted Marshall, rising to 
his feet something like a sizzling rocket. “ What name did 

O If 

voii ^av: 

“W'iliiatns. of the Yard.” said the visitor, mildly surprised 
at this r<*ception. 

Inspector Marshall glared. 

“ I don’t know who you are. nr what yoiir game is. hut 
you’ve made a mistake that’s ^oing to set you into a lot of 
troiilile.” he said grimly. “ Inspector Williams himself hap- 
pens to he on the premises at this very moment— talking with 

a m^n in i!ie cell^/" 

Tliat’- intere^^tins — and damned iinforlunatc for you. my 
friend.” said the other, without baftins an eyelid. “ Some- 
body has been leading you up the garden.” He *ook an iden- 
tity card and other things from his pocket. Take a took 
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at these.” 

It was not necessary for Mr. Marshall to make a close in- 
spection. The credentials of the real Chief Inspector Wil- 
liams were cast iron. An expression of mingled incredulity 
and outraged fury swept across Mr. Marshall’s face like 
clouds over an April sky. 

“That — that young man deliherately deceived me!” he 
said chokingly. 

“Young man, eh?” said Mr. Williams. “You ought to 
have known tlial a man in my position would not he parti- 
cularly young. You say you left him with a prisoner? Which 
prisoner? Not the man under arrest for the murder of ” 

“ My God, yes! ” gasped Marshall, nearly falling over him- 
self as he made for the door. 

He had just rememhered that he had not locked the cell, 
and he was quite convinced that Ijo would find tlie <cll 
empty, with the birds flown. His relief was considcralile, 
therefore, when he flung the cell door open lo see Norman 
Conquest in earnest conversation with the prisoner. 

“Not yet. Mar-hall — not yet!” said Norman, with an im- 
patient wav«*. “I will tell you when Well. well, well! " 

His eyes twinkled misrhievouslv as he raiiglit sight of the 
rosy-rhecked man l.chind the local inspector. “ Wlial a 

hloke yon are. Sweet William, for turning up at the wron*’ 
time! ” " 


A kind of gurgle came from Mr. Williams. 

“My God! Conquest!” he ejaculated. “1 might have 
known it! Nobody else would have had the nerve to nlav 
a trick like this! ” 

“ You know this man. sir? ” babbled Marshall. 

“Know him!” said Mr. Williams hltterlv. “He’s the curse 
of rny life! But I’m hanged if I expected to find him in a 
one-horse place like Bardlow! ” 


Bill, you took the words right out of my mouth.” said 
Norman. “ If I had dreamed that you would be despoiling 
the Bardlow landscape this morning I would have thought up 
some other wheeze. You’re the last man in this whole wide 
world I expected to sec. It’s a pretty filthy trick when you 

come to think of it. butting in like this and .spoiling a per- 
fectly good ” 


“ Come on 
patient voice. 
hour«.” 


out of it!” interrupted Mr. Williams, in a 
If we let him talk. Marshall, he’ll go on for 


“ Keep your pecker up. pal.” said Norman, giving Living- 
stone a friendly pat on the shoulder. “ These muddle-headed 
cops can t keep you in here for long.” 

You’re for it now. sir,” whispered the tramp, his eyee 
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uiilr with onnvtcrnation. "I toh! you you would be! Like 
as not tluy'li put you iu a coll, too.” 

Ihfon- they put me in a cell, brollier, they’ve got to 
charge me with something.” said Norman coolly. “Just 
relax and keep that chin id yours well up.” 

lie stri>lled out of the cell with the nonchalant grace of an 
honoured guest, and he gave Mr. Williams a large wink as 
he Wi-nt along the passage to the office. Me heard Marshall 
slamming tlie cell door with a savage thrust and turning the 
k(‘y ill tlie lock. moment later Marshall fairly ran into the 
office. 


‘‘.Now. yinmg man!” he panted furiously. “I’d like to 
know what the devil you mean by this? You come into my 

i>ffice and sit iin my desk ” 

“ .And push yam out id your chair ” 

“ .And ti ll im- that y<m are Inspector \^'illiams ” 

“ .And stuff you up to the eyes until I get my chat with 
the pri-oner.” said Norman coolly. “ Yes. I know. Mr. 

.Mar'^liall. I apologiz«*. As one gentleman to another ” 

‘‘ .\pology he damned!” hooted Inspectiir Marshall. “You 
have ctnnmitted an outrageous act «if effrontery, and I’ve 
half a mind to take you iti idiarge. -A man in custody, on a 
cliarge of murder, is not supposed to have intercourse with 
ativh'idy except his own Siilicitor.” 

“I know -I know.” admitt»'d Ni>rman. in a soothing voice. 
“ Hut 1 simply had to -iee the hloke. and as Sweet William 


is an <d(l pa) of mine. I thought lu' wouhln’t mind my u^ing 
his name. In any case, you want t»» see me.” 

“ 1 want to see you? ” glared Mr. Mar-hall. 

“ Of course you do, Y<m said so yourself. You were 
coming round to the Red Lion to have a chat with me. 

The inspector clutched at his desk. 

“ Do you mean to stand there and tell me that you’re the 
young man Miss Trevor spoke about? ” he jianted. “ Were 
you with the prisoner la-l niglil wlien Roper arrested liim? ” 

” 1 was with the pri«t)ner for an hour before that, and be 
entertained me like a gentleman.” said Norman Coiupiest. 
“ And if you think that tliis harmless little man killed your 
pestiferous sergeant, you were perfectly right when you talked 
about your half min<i.” 

1 Iu* nuiHc lik6 a lr;iky radiator and. nndinp 

\vr>rfl' In* turned uppcalinjily l<^ Williains. 

Wlial^- your pame. Conffue^l.'^ ’’ n^kod Mr. X^illiam? 
paticnlly. “ Tve newr known you to do a tliinp without a 
roa^ou. arul your very piv^ence in thU district sirikrs me as 
ufu’onintonly sipnificanl. What ptj'*^silile interest can 

you have in lhi« tramp? 
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The Gay Desperado. ignc»ring ihc local inspector'.s baleful 
look, seated liimself on a c«>rner of the desk, 

“ I don’t expect either nl you to uixlerj-taiid. and rny ex- 
planation is so simple that it probably sounds fi;cl)le.” he 
said calmly. “ The fact is. I’m sorry for the cliap. Just 
that and nothing more. As far as 1 can gather he liasn’i a 
friend in the world: he wanders through this village selling 
his little toys, and a lailking bully of a pctlice sergeant 
chivvies him. and then some miterprising merchant biimjis 
the sergeant. This little man takes tin- rap. It’s all so 
damned one-sided that I thought I’d lend him a heloinc 
hand." 

“ Pah! " exploded Mr. Marshall. 

“You can say ‘Pah’ as mtjcli as you like. And tliose 
suspicious looks of yours don’t ruffle me a bit." said Norman. 
“You’d belter think twice before you start trotting out any 
charge-. I was with Living-tone and Roper when Miss Trevor 
came along and did her good angel act; but it so b.j[»pr*ns that 
I was in bed all night t»io. Furthermore, it’s ni*l a praetici- 
of mine to assassinate obnoxious police ofTieers.” Me strolled 
leisurely towards the door. “If you want me. I shall he at 
the Red Lion.” 

He was not surprised when, twenty minute- later, he 
observed the large figure of Chief Inspector William^ ap- 
proaching the Red Litin from the direction of the police 
station. Norman went out to meet him 
“Well Bill? ” 

“You can thank your lucky stars that I was aide to vouch 
for you." grunted Mr. Williams. “I had a hell of a time 
with Mar.ehall. hut I .satisfie?d him. In the end. that you’re 
only having fun. Hang it. Conquest, haven’t you any respect 

tor the police at all? You know damned well that it’s again*! 
all regulations " 

Who s talking about regulations? " interrupted Norman 

w/ 11 chubby-cbeeked Yard man. 

Well we won t argue. I want to know what vou’re doing 
down here, Williams gave him a shrewd, searchin*^ side- 
long glance. “ I mean, the real reason." 

Must I repeat myself? My car went wrong; I chanced 
upon this tramp chap, and I saw a pretty face. Quite im- 
puhively. I decided to stay the night in the village. Just 

“ Nothing else? " 

“ Not a thing. Why? ” 

“ Because experience has taught me that your presence in 
any particular part of the country means that things are 
hotting up for a mighty big explosion," replied Mr. Williams, 
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Small Iry never ditl inUrctl you. Conquest. Who’s the big 
li-h ynii’i,- trying to get on your line? ” 

N»)rma?i smijed j-en-nely. The situation was not without its 
fniiny 'ide. He had m> line, and there was no fish. . 

Or V a$ thi TC? 

Hi' 'inile dicj not alter in the sliclifcst degree, but inwardly 
lie wa< no longer feeling humorotis. He remembered the 
unaet ()unlalil«- hum b whieh bad prompted him to stay the 
flight in Great Hardlow. Also, there had been something 
at the bark oi hi' mind ever since the previous evening. He 
now lef allcd what it was. A few words spoken by the late 
Serg<'ani Koper. “ There’s been funny things going on in 
this di'tiiet l.iteK.” They wi-re words that might mean any- 
tliiiii: or nothing. Rut the significant fart remained that the 
speaker of them wa> already dead! And the blame for the 
(rime was foisted upon the wiry shoulders of the little man 
who made toy monkeys to amuse the children. 

Norman’s blond began to warm U|) again. 

“I'li’t it about lime I asked a leading question. Rill? ” lie 
said, coming to a lialt. and facing Inspector Williams s<}uaroly. 
" .‘^ince when has Scotland Yard cvinccfl such interest in 
paltry rural I'rimes? ” 

His lid' were half closcvl as lie watchefi the inspector’s 
face, as though some of the smoke from liis cigarette had 
got into his eyes. fl<- saw the placiil smile on tliosc apple 
clucks, but he was not d<'ceived by Mr. Williams’ bland ex- 
pres'i.m of innocence. For Mr. Williams had rather given 
hiins'-!f awav larlier liy his ri ference to a pii'sihlc “ big fi«ii.” 

“Fairly?” repeated the Yard man lazily. “ ^^’hat gives 
yon lli'e idea that the wilful murder of a police officer is 
paltry? ’’ 

“ It then lia<l hern no arrest— no palpaldc murderer— I can 
well imagine a heftv hue and cry. with the Yard doing all 
the flirecting,” said Norman Con(|uest. “But. my dear old 
Rill, that’s not the case. There has been an arrest, and the 
crime has all the earmarks of a petty quarrel, a siulden iilow. 
and— zinc!— exit Sergeant Roper.” He sighed contentedly. 
“ Mv faith in hfiman nature is reston-d. The reason you re 
here. Rill, i' because the Yard doesn’t accept the evidence. 

.Some of Mr. Williams’ placidity left him. 

“ You’re a darned sight too shrewd. Conquest, he grumbled. 

“ I’m right, then? ” , , . . r 

“What’s the good of denying it? ^ ou wnuldn t believe 

me if I <lid.” -aid the inspector. “ And if I don’t tell you 
wliat I do know, vou’ll get imagining all manner of things. 
Listen. Cruupiest. I’m going to take you into iny confidence. 
I’m a perfect fool for doing it. hut frankly I don t behove 
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those denials of yours, and I’m not ahove accepting In-Ip 
from you, if you can give it.” 

“ Are you suggesting tlial there are hig-time crooks operat- 
I ing in this peaceful retreat? ” drawled jNorntan. “ I’ve a 
hunch that Roper knew something.” 

” 1 thought you said ” 

■' Bill, until last night I never even knew that Great Bard- 
low was on the map,” Norman interrupted. “ But Roper said 
something about ‘ queer things happening in the district.' and 
a few hours later he is dead. Now, Roper was so cfheient 
and enterprisitjg that he poked his nose everywhere. Doe-n’t 
it strike you that he poked it a bit loo far? And people 
who commit murder generally have something pretty ugly to 
hide.” 


t 


“There may be nothing in it at all,” growled Mr. Williams. 
“ But Roper’s murder is significant. I said I was going to 
take you into my confidence, and I will. A week ago 
Sergeant Roper wrote a letter to the Chief Commissioner. 
The Chief called me in and showed it to me. It was an 
impertinent letter, flouting all regulations. Roper said he 
had made some startling discoveries in this neighhourhood. 
but as he had no faith in his immediate superior — In.'pector 
Marshall of Studbury — he bad not made any report. Wlial he 
wanted was an interview with the Chief himself. Well, of 
course a letter like lliat simply made the Chief see red. and 
all he did was to communicate with the Chief Constable of the 
county, suggesting that Roper should he subjected to dis- 
ciplinary action. I’ve no doubt that the C.C. was getting the 
machinery to work. And now Roper is dead— murdered.” 

! ^ '“’tided Norman, liis eyes a cotiple of quartz 

chips. “ The Chief is feeling pretty sorry for him-jelf — 
sorry that he didn’t unwrap himself from his red tape and 

grant Roper his interview. Now it's too late. Roper’s 

rnurder means that he had got hold of something, and some- 
thing frizzling hot. It al-o means that tlie opposition was 
on to him. and at the very first chance they humped him. 
A murder without a ready-made murderer would have meant 
intensive police inquiries in the district, so naturally they 
a lowed Roper to live. But this kindly little tramp happen- 
along: he conveniently has a squabble with Roper, and the 
opposition promptly gets busy. A killer who is not of the 

district means that there’ll be no police activity. Just an 

inquest, an arrest, and the rope for poor Livingstone after 
the next county assizes.” 

“ You put it so neatly, dammit, that I’m almost ready to 
believe th^ there is an opposition, as you call it,” said 
Inspector Williams gruffly. “ But. man alive, it’s all airy- 
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♦ airy supposilion ! ” 

•• But you’re satisfied that our pal. the tramp, didn’t kill 
Koper. aren’t you.'” -aid Norman shrewdly. “Just examine 
the evidence. Fir't. the little monkey toy found under the 
l)t*dy. Beautifully eonvenienl! A direct clue to tlie tramp, 
who was selling monkey toys in the village yesterday! 
Marsliall and the eon>tahle go to the tramp’s tent and find 
him asleep. Murder d(»esn’t weigh on his conscience a bit. 
lie sleeps like a log. witlnmt even troubling to remove the 
bloodstains from hi" iackel; and he ‘ c«nicea)> ’ the bludgeon 
in the nearest ditch.” 

“ Yes. I know.” «aid \\'illiams. frowning. “ But the trouble 
is. Coiupiest. all tliis evidence is as damning as hell. There’s 
not a shred of sugg»>tion that it was faked. The tramp is 
just a fool. an«l nianv murders 
fools.” 

Did Marshall tell vou about 

4 

near the body? ” 

“ Yes.” 


have been committed by 
the "cratclies on the road 


“Signs t)f a struggle, eh? ” 

“ 'riiat’s what Mar"hali assumes.” 

“ Tliat. alone, ought to <*sial)lish Livingstone’s innocence,” 
said Norman. “ W liy. if he and Koper had struggled, the 
little man wimldn’l have stoiKi an earthly chance. A sudden 
leap on his victim from behind— yes. A swift, murderous 
blow with the club — yes. But signs of a struggle- -no! That's 
just where the evidence fakers overdid it.” 

“ By God. Contjuest. I believe you’re right! ” ejaculated 
Chief Inspector Williams, his eyes opening wider. “That’s 

a big point Hey. where are you off to? ” 

\<)rman Contpicsl. without the slightest warning, was strid- 
ing awav with long, lithe steps. 

“ just tlioiiglil of something.” he called over his shoulder. 
See you later. Sweet William.” 

.\nd in the Gay Despera<lo’s eyes there was an unholy 
glint which was not gay at all. 


CHAPTER FIVE 
Two Frichtf.ned Eyes 

It was a pleasant walk to Great Bardlow Hall, with rolling 
mcadow lands on cither side, and a glimpse here and there 
of the willow-lined river, with an occassional harge lazily 
making its way d(Avn the stream. But Norman Conquest had 
no thoughts for the scenery as he walked. 
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While talking with Mr. Williams, a significant thought had 
struck him with the force of a physical blow. The man who 
had killed Sergeant Roper must have known about Roper’s 
« altercation with the tramp — for, on the strength of that alter- 
cation, the evidence against Livingstone had been faked. 

And the only person, in addition to Norman himself, who 
knew of tiu- little (}uarrel was — tlie Trevor girl! She had had 
no reason to keep tlie thing to herself, and it was quite likely 
that she had spoken to several people during the previous 
evening. And one of those persons had seen his opportunity 
and had acted. 

The thought that Sergeant Roper hiniself might have talked 
did not receive any serious consideration from Norman. He 
had seen Roper and he had sized him uji. Roper was not 
the talkative kind. It was against his very nature to go 
about telling people that he had arrested a tramp for assault 
and had then let the man go because of a girl’s pleading. 
That would have implied weakness— and Roper was a strong 
man. 




No. The girl was the key. In all innocence she had told 

somebody I of what had happened. A few friendly words with 

her miglit make all the difference. Norman’s interc'-t in the 

affair, merely transient at first, had now congealed into 

something tangible. Inspector Williams’ storv of that letter 

to the Giief Commissioner made all the difference. Sergeant 

Roper had been killed because he knew a great deal more 

than was healthy for some person or persons, at pre>ent 

unknown. In spite of his preoccupied tlnuight-. Norman 

could not help admiring the beautifully kept flower beds 

which inod eitlier side of the fine gravel drive of the Hall 

Ihrough the trees he caught a glimpse of the building itself; 

a stately, dignified, yet charming old mansion of the 
Llizabelhan period. 

On every hand there was evidence of wealth and ageless 

i7. hundreds of years old; the 

fine old trees had provided shade for the courtiers of King 

house itself, with its sprawling comfort, had 
sheltered many a noble buck. The sun was shining, the birds 

lnl5 sac_rilegious to think of murder 

and sordid crime in such surroiTndings 

A bent, bespectacled man was walking do\vn the drive 
towards Norman, and as he approaclied he looked at the 
immaculate stranger with an air of polite inquiry. 

It there is anything I can do, sir ’ ” 

« speech, 

think not, professor, said Norman easily. “ I believe 
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i am quite active enough, and strong enough, to accomplish 
niy mission entirely unaided. I have reason to believe that 
this noble pile shelters a certain exceedingly fair damsel, and 
I would feign have speech with her. You must pardon the 
idiom, but these old-word surroundings have got right in 


amongst me. 


The man with the spectacles looked his astonishment, as 
well he might. 

If you are referring to Miss Primrose ” 

“ Miss Primrose! ” murmured N«)rman dreamily, as he 
closed his eyc'. “ 1 might have known. Could she possibly 
have any other name but Primrose? ” 

A chuekle from tlie oilier made him open his eyes. 

“ I believe .Miss Primrose is at home. I am Sangley, Sir 
Hastings’ private secretary. When 1 first saw you I thought, 
perhap'. that you were a reporter, and Sir Hastings has in- 
striHied me to discourage all such gentlemen.” 

“ My friend, you have fallen into two grave errors.” drawled 
Norman, as lie dragged his thoughts away i*^im Primrose 
Trevor and concentrated his gaze on the secretary. “ hirst, 
no nqiortiT ever dre^-es as I am dressedt sec 9 iully, no 
rejioiTer cliecrfully ptumils himself to he called a gentleman.” 

He eouhl see that the man was inquisitive to know his 
business; but lie did not sati-ify Sangley’s curiosity. For 
some reason, which ho could not quite explain, he took a 
di-like to the man. That ingratiating smile on his face was 
not (juite genuim-: and the twinkle in his eyes, liehind the 
.spectacles, was rather like a ripple on a murky jiool. lo 
make matter- uor-o. Sangley was ruhhing his hands gently 
over one anotlier. ami Norman noticed two things. They 
were extraordinarily large hands for such a medium-sized 
man. and as they ruhhed together they made slithery rounds 
like the scales of smne reptile. Trifles, hut Norman Con- 
quest, where Immaii heings were concerned, was apt lo take 
more notice of the trifles than the more obvious things. 

” If vou would care for me to seek Miss Primrose ? ” 

Appa’rentlv. the man had a habit of leaving his questions 
in a hoh-taih-d condition for. as before, he paused sug- 
^ c s 1 1 V t' 1 y . 

” Tliank< nil the ‘^ame. hut I’m one of the world’s finest 


sec 

mo 


•ker>.” an-wered Norman, as he slid a eigarette into his 
mth. and flicked his ^ automatic lighter. “So I wont delay 

vou furtlier. professor.” . . 

He turned as he spoke, pausing for only a moment, with 

his ha. k to Sangley. to light his cigarette. And he saw sorne- 

thing ivilected in the highly polished lighter which sent h.s 

pulse rocketing. The metal was slightly concave, and this 
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had the effect of reducing the image of Sangley’s face and 
distorting it. But no amount of concavity could account for 
the malevolent glare whici> Sangley was bestowing upon the 
back of Norman Conquest’s head. His refined, scholarly ex- 
pression had completely gone, to be replaced by a repulsive 
and sinister leer. 


Norman walked on as leisurely and elegantly as ever. His 
pulse, after that one leap, had returned to normal. His in- 
stinctive dislike of Sangley had received very prompt and 
startling corroboration. The man could have had no suspi- 
cion that his backward glance had been caught by the 
polished surface of the lighter. 

“ Interesting — very,” murmured Norman tranquilly. “ So 
we liavc a private secretary who washes bis hands in the air 
— a habit which ought to be punishable by law — and who 
gives a passable imitation of the Demon King behind a chap’s 
back. He could walk into the green light of any pantomime 
and no questions asked.” 

But the Desperado’s lilppa^ncy. a> usual, cloaked his real 
grimness. He placed Sangle7 as Suspect No. 1 on his mental 
list; and it is worth noting that Norman was dead on a 
bull’s-eye at the first shot. 

So this charming old-world place was not so innocent as it 


appeared to be on the surface. And, having had one minor 
shock. Norman was now prepared for anything. His estima- 
tion of the dead Sergeant Roper’s intelligence was sogiing. A 
pity the man had been so self-centred and secretive. Well, 
anyway, he had paid dearly— as dearly as any man can pay. 

The great door was opened in answer to Norman’s ring by 
Dawes, the butler. Subconsciously, Norman found himself 
giving the man a scrutiny which, ordinarily he would not 
nave Uothered about. And further discoveries romped on the 

first. Dawes looked everything tiiat a butler 
should look; but there was just that something which Nor- 
man s super-acute sixth sense quivecingly detected. A certain 
queer hardness behind the eyes;'^ little peculiarity in the 
^hape of the ears; a cruel looseness of the mouth. Norman 

thiT butler ^ in a fleeting glance as he smiled upon 


“Good morning, serf.” he said cheerfully. “Be crood 
enough to inform My Lady Primrose that her friend who is 
partial to smoky rabbit would like to have a few words.” 

1 beg your pardon, sir? ” asked the surprised Dawes, 
dare say you do: but Mi'=s Primrose will understand.” 

Norman strolled in as though he owned the place, parked 
his hat on a statuette of Psyche, and made himself at home 
The butler, after a moment’s hesitation— for he was not ac- ■ 
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cu-itonu'd to dealing with such guests — passed in a butler-like 
way down the hall and vanished. In a few minutes Sir 
Hastings Trevor appeared in person, and he advanced towards 
Norman with a look of half-hostile inquiry. 

" I understand that you wish to see my daughter? ” 

And why not? ” said Norman, with his most charming 
smile. “ .Any man. I imagine, would gel a big kick out of 
seeing your daughter, sir. I’m one of her new friends. 
Brand new. in fact. I met her once — last night. We talked 
about -lices of rabbit cooked over a camp fire ” 

“ If you’ll be good enough to tell me what the hell you’re 
talking about, perhaps we might get somewhere,” interrupted 
Sir Ha-^tings, with annoyance, “ I can’t waste my time on 
yoting men who come into my house talking drip. What the 
devil do you ntean — slices of rabbit? Who are you, any- • 

O 9 * 

way : 

Norniun Conquest was experiencing a nasty jar. Just as 
he had instinctively taken a dislike to Sangley. the secretary, 
he was taking a similar dislike to Sangley's employer. He 
did not object to Sir Hastings’ “heavy father” act; he could 
easily excuse that in a tradition-ridden country squire. There 
was something entirely different about the man; a sort of 
invisible aura of indefinable evil that made a bee-line for 


Norman’s marrows. The young man who called himself 
“ 1066 ” possessed an extraordinary power of getting the cor- 
rect number of a person he was meeting for the first time. 
In this case he bad been partially prepared. He had already 
met two people within the precincts of the Hall, and he knew 
them to be wrong ’uns. But he had never expected to detect 
this same quality in the father of the sweet girl he had met 

“ So'rry if my flippancy irritates you. Sir Hastings,” said 
Norman smoothly. “I had an idea that your daughter might 
be able to help that poor bloke in the clink.” 

“ If you mean the wretched tramp who so brutally mur- 
dered Sergeant Roper, you’re wasting your time.” sa,d Sir 
Hastings, in a curt voice. ” In any case. I wouldri t allo^ 
you to discuss the matter with Primrose. She is intensely 
distressed over the whole lamentable business. ^ 

“I’m glad to hear.” said Norman carefully. that she i- 
distre.-sed. In fact. I understand that she doesn t agree with 
the action the police have taken 


acuoil UlC ‘ . -1 *' TT7t,rt nilt 

Nonsense! ” broke in Sir Hastings angrily. Who put 

such a ridiculous idea into your head? i" 

is positively ill; she feels that she is partially to blame for 
Roper’s deLh. For if she had not intervened Roper would 
have arrested the man ” He broke off abruptly. But 
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1 see no reafon why I should stand here discussing the sub- 
ject with you, young man. Who the devil are you, anyway? " 
• The Gay Desperado looked at his host out of two calm, 
rock-steady eyes. 

“ My name,” he said deliberately, “ is Norman Conquest.” 

Norman was not a vain young man, but he had half an 
idea that his name was not unknown; and he watclied for 
the reaction. He was not disappointed. Sir Hastings Trevor 
did not move a muscle, except for a quick lightening of his 
lips and a little twitching about his eyes. What it cost him to 
retain his composure it was difficult to estimate. 

” You are not improving matters, sir, by being ridiculous,” 
he exploded — and Norman did not fail to delect the sudden 
ho^rsfipess in his voice. ‘‘ Norman Conquest, indeed. If you 
expect me to believe that you bear such an absurd name, I 
must tell you frankly that I’m not a fool.” 

But Norman did not even hear him. His quick eye had 
caught a glimpse of a door opening a little distance down 
the hall — and behind the landowner’s back. A pale, fright- 
ened face appeared for a brief moment; a sweet, fragile and 
childlike face, with eyes that shone with an unnamed terror. 
' Norman felt a little stab go right through him, but his ex- 
pression did not alter by a fraction. He saw Primro<;e Trevor 
give one gesture with her hand, imploring him to go. Then, 
without a sound, the door closed. 

” Frightfully sorry. Sir Hastings, but you mustn’t blame 
me for the humorous whim of my parents.” said Norman 
easily. “ As we don’t seem to be getting on like long-lost 
brothers, perhaps I’d better push off. All the same. I’m 
sorry I can’t have a word with your daugliter.” 

He detached his hat from its novel perch, bowed grace- 
fully to Sir Hastings, and let himself out. His host had not 
® « S” Norman had heard his forced breathing. 

Phew! We make rapid strides.” murmured the Des 
perado. as he passed down the drive. ” If that bloke doesn’t 
know who killed Sergeant Roper, then I’m a horse’s uncle! 
And was he shocked when he heard my name! ” 

AH very satisfactory— up to a point. The curse of it was. 
this man was Primrose Trevor’s father! And, in his mind’s 
eyes, he had visualized the father of that girl as somebody 
with the kindliest of eyes and the most genial of smiles. 

It was not usual for Norman Conquest to feel mentally 
^ bludg^d. but the two frightened eyes he had seen for that 
Heetinr' second had given him a bad turn. There was a 

secret in this tranquil-looking house which sent a cold shiver 
down his spine. 

Suddenly, he checked his footsteps. He had turned the 
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first heiul in llie drive and the house was hidden from view, 
llis qiii<k ears had canpht the faint pad of footsteps on the 
grass and the soft swish of skirts. As he half turned, Prim- 
rose Trevor broke through the bushes on his immediate left. 
“ W hy. what the ” 

Norman stopped. As she laid trembling fingers on his 
arm she was breathing quickly and she reminded him of 
some panting gazelle. Her sweet face was full of acute 

alarm. , 

“ I ^lipped away— the trees con ceale d me,’ she whispered. 

“You nui't go — go right away! Forget everything!” 

She was very close to him, so utterly feminine, so young 
and frichlened. that he felt his blood racing with unaccus- 
tomed fire. He looked into her blue eyes, and what he saw 
there brought forth all those instincts of kniglit-errantry 
which he had inherited from his fighting Cumberland fore- 

**“00 awav and forget?” he repeated softly. “ 
you think I am-a hunk of ice? I’ve got about fifty-seven 
question*, of all varieties, on the tip of my tongue at this 
verv moment. But I’ll ask only one Are you in danger? 
?he cast a terrified look over her slim shoulder. It was an 

eloquent answer to his question. whUnered 

“ If vou want to help me. you rnust go! she whispered. 

Tf I am seen talking to you 


look of sudden hope 
— where we first met 
Meet me 


“ Meet me somewhere else then. 

“ No. no.” 

“ Thi* evening, perhaps? ” 

“ .All ri'.'ht! ” Her eyes softened into a 

a* she flashed them on him. "The 
—where the tramp had his camp nre. 

ten o’clock this evening.” 

“ Now vou’re talking. !^aid Norman 

fl« it vanished into a dense shrubbery. 


crisply. 


there at 
“ I was 


chapter six 


rnr PourF.MAN Who Rf.ad Edcab Wallace 


NoBMAN CONOITEST W3S 
rtip sunlit road towards 


strangelv troubled 
Great Bardlow. 


as he walked along 
He had seen terror 
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in human eyes on many occasions; but never had he been 
moved as he was moved now. Perhaps the sharp contrast 
between the tranquillity of his surroundings and the sinister 
^ which brooded beneath that veneer was partly res- 

ponsible. 

What hell’s brew had he stumbled into? He had seen four 
people within the precincts of Bardlow Hall. Sangley, the 
private secretary — a venomous human snake, if ever Norman 
had seen one! Dawes, the butler — an old lag with the hall- 
mark stamped all over him. Sir Hastings Trevor — as nasty 
a piece of nature’s work as one could imagine. Primrose 
Trevor — gentle, frightened, a creature of purity and innocence 
entangled in this me-^h of vice and crime*! 

What was the answer? That she knew of her father’s 
evil doing was obvious. Perhaps she was loyal to him; per- 
haps she even loved him; but the grim secret she carried 
was too great to he concealed within her sweet person. 
Norman felt his pul-es fairly pounding as he walked. It was 
a new experience, and it filled him full of wonder — to say 
nothing of a certain amount of uneasiness. Almost reluc- 
tantly. as though his brain processes had become clogged, he 
j found that he was dragging his thoughts towards Joy Everard. 
And his unease was created by the suggestion that his 
thoughts concerning Primrose Trevor were rankly disloyal 
to Joy. Then he laughed. 

“ Young Pixie is the grandest pal I ever had.” he told 
himself. “ Anyhow, she's not here and she doesn't know any- 
thing about ” 

.\t this point his thoughts stumbled. Slashing honesty, 
paradoxically enough, was one of his outstanding qualities. 
The very idea of <loing anything underhand was abhorrent to 
him — as foreign to his nature as dodging danger. He walked 
straight to the red concrete telephone booili in the village 
street — the one touch of ultra-modernity in those quaintly 
rustic surroundings — and rang up a Clacton-on-Sea number. 

” Thoijght I’d give you a ring. Pixie,” he said, with all his 
usual gaiety, when he heard Joy’s voice at the other end of 
the line. " How arc the aunts? How are you? ” 

” You didn’t call me up to ask those questions. Desperado,” 
came the girl’s clear serene voice ” What’s on your mind? *’ 

The question gave Norman an unaccustomed feeling of 
resentfulness. He gave no credit to Joy for her shrewdness 
in sensing the truth; for he had something on his miiid, and 
^ he disliked the reminder. 

I m not In London.” he continued, forcing himself to 
speak nonchalantly. ” I happened to come across a tramp 
bloke in a neck of the woods called Great Bardlow last 
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night. Poor chap’s in trouble. There might be something 
big developing. Ajiyhow. don’t worry and have a good time.” 

" If you think you can leave me out of anything fruity, just 
begin tliinking all over again! ” said Joy Everard promptly. 
‘‘ You’re not kidding me a bit, Desperado. You sound too 
careless. \^'hat’s the new setup? ” 

” Tliere i-^n’t any se t j^ij). you silly young chump!” retorted 

Norman. “ This tramp bloke ” 

” Yc'*. but wlio’s the girl? ” 

” Girl? ” 

” Blonde or brunette? ” 


it- usual flippancy and 
And never once, since 
had he been impatient 


“ Well, as a matter of fact, there fs a girl, and she’s blende 
and blue-eyed.” replied Norman deliberately. ” But, honestly, 
young Pixie, there’s no earthly need for you to come into the 
scenario. I haven’t got liobl of anything tangible, and it may 
be a fizzle. If I need you I’ll phone again. If I don’t phone, 
just forget ev<*rything and have a good time. I can easily 
iiandle this thing alone.” 

Joy. at the other end of the wire, wrinkled her small elfin 
face. She was silent for a nionjent. There was a quality in 
Norman’s voice which brought a liny maggot of^doul)t creep^ 
ing into her mind. His tone lacked 
was inclined to be a trifle impatient, 
the fir>t moment of their association, 
with her. His very vagueness was significant. 

“ Great Bardlt»w. did you say? ” she asked calmly. 

“ Yes. it’s a little village in Suffolk, just north of the E-^sex 
border.” said Norman. ” I’m staying at the Red Lion, but I 
don’t think there’s a phone there. I’m speaking from a 
public booth,” 

He was speaking. too» in an abstracted 
see the little police station quite distinctly, 
inspector Williams’ car standing outside, 
never content unless it was buzzing like a dynamo, was as busy 
as ever. He bad suddenly got an idea. 

“ You mi^ht at least give me a hint of the trouble you re 
butting into.” came Joy’s voice. ‘‘ I’ve never known you to 

mall game, and 


voice. He could 
and he could see 
Norman’s brain. 


waste your time on 
” I can’t tell you 
my-e!f — or precious 
a good sport. Pixie. 


anything because I don’t know anything 
little.” interrupted Norman. “ Now, be 
a and leave this thing to rne. The instant 

I want you. I’ll ring through again. Cheerio! 

l„.n« up before .he could further and 


after a moment of peculiar discomfort, which he could not 
• luite diagtiose. lie switcl.ed his mind on to 

put two more pennies into tlie Imx and called the police 
station. 
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** Ah, Marshall! ” he said, when he heard Inspector 
Marshall’s voice. “ I understand that you’ve got a Scotland 
Yard man with you? I want to see him.” 

Norman’s voice was no longer his own; it was an aston- 
ishingly accurate reproduction of that of Sir Hastings Trevor. 
Every inflection, every tonal quality, was the same. That 
the mimicry was perfect was proved by Marshall’s reply. 

” You want to see Inspector Williams. Sir Hastings? ” 

“ Yes. Some very vital evidence has cropped up.” Norman 
spoke with great urgency, as though under strain. *' I can’t 
go into details over the phone. It looks like a sensational new 
angle on this Roper murder. Get up to the Hall as quickly 
as you can and bring Williams with you.” 

“ Yes, sir,” came Marshall’s startled voice. 

Norman Conquest grinned as he gently replaced the 
receiver on its bracket. He was gratified, a minute later, to 
see Marshall and Williams dash <jut of the police station, 
lock it, and then tumble into the Yard man’s car. 

“Perfect!” drawled the Desperado contentedly. 

The car was disappearing round the bend of the village 
street as he Emerged from the telei)lione hox and walked 
towards the police station. At a rough gues.-, he had about 
twenty minutes for action. It was not one of his habits to 
play footling practical jokes, and in sending Sweet William 
to the Hall on a wild-goose chase he was simply obeying a 
hunch. 

The deceased Roper had lived at the police station; he had 
been making secret investigations; and he had got something. 
But he had made no report. A quick look through Roper’s 
effects might be very informative. 

Norman Conquest walked into the police station with 
perfect ease, unlocking the front door with a key which he 
had annexed from a hook in the office earlier. It was probably 
Ropers own key. He grinned as he walked quickly into the 
back sitting room. He knew that Roper had lived alone, that 
an elderly woman had gone in daily to cook Roper’s meals 
and do the housework. Norman had picked up quite a few 
tacts while gossiping at the Red Lion. Naturally, the daily 
woman was not on the job today, and only an urgent rush 
call would have caused Inspector Marshall to leave the police 
station in its present unoccupied condition. Tlicre was pro- 
bably a constable knocking about somewliere, but he was 

wor^ Conquest did not 

Williams had ransack- 
ed the othce. The sitting room was very tidy and orderly 

and not a great deal like a bachelor’s quarters. But then. 
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Rnprr liaii been a tidy and methodical man. 

well” murmured N<irman softly. 

He looked about him. vastly intri.sued. There were no less 
than tliree bookcases in the mom and each bookcase was 611 ed 
with novels, complete in their brightly coloured jackets. And 
they were the work< of one author — no less a master of 
thriller fiction than the late Edgar Wallace! 

.Norman withdrew one or two of the books from the shelves 
at random, and he found the page*- well thumbed, proving 
that the books had been read and read again. Here and there 
passages were marked with blue pencil. On the flyleaf of 
each book was Koper’s bold signature, and the date on which 
he had made the purchase. 

“ So. our disagreeable copper was an ardent student of the 
great Edgar.” nuirmiired Norman. ” One of the reasons, 
perhaps, for his go-getting methods. The poor bloke evidently 
had the mi*taken idea that he was a second Sergeant Elk! ” 

One glance at the bureau told him that Williams had 
already gone tlirongh if. \^'hich probably meant that Williams 
had gone over the whoh* room. But Norman went over it. 

too. his eyes missing nothing. He did not spend more than 
five minutes ov»r the ta«k. for something seemed to fell him 
he was wasting his time. 

He went upstairs. Ib» found Roper’s bedroom without 
difficulty. Ju t an ordinary, plain bedroom, at present in a 
considerable state of dimrder — the trail of Williams. Roper’s 
suits were lying on the bed. and the door of a typical coun- 
try house cupboaril was standing wide open. A mackintosh 
and a hat were hanging on a peg at the back. There was a 
whole row of peg- .-dl along the hark of the cuph<»ard. 

It was shatlowy in the cupboard fi»r the opened door shut 
out mo.=t of the liiht fr«>m the window. .\ deep, old-fashion- 
ed cupboard, irregular in 'bape. with a slanting shelf at the 

top. and the whob* interior painted with a particularly 
drai)-coloured paint. Norman switched on his powerful 
electric torch and directed the light into the corners. He was 
looking for nothing in particular. h>it Rop-r had been a sec- 
retive man, and bedroom cupboard* arc often full of sur 


He directed the beam of light downward^, and then held 
it rock steady as a little smudge of fre-h mud on the side 
wall came into the radius of white brilliance. The smudge 
•va* about eighteen inches from the floor, and in one or two 
soots where the mud was thickest it was not quite dry. 
“H’m! Oiieer! ” muttered Norman, frowning. It 
(hough some article— pre-^iirnably a ^boot— was brushed 

against the wall, and quite recently too. 
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He crouclied clown closer. His pulse had suddenly quick- 
ened. I'hcrc was something wrong about tliis smudge. It 
was, in fact, an impossible smt^ge. It extended to the rear 
wall of tile cupboard and was then cut abruptly short. 

“By God! When this muddy object was brushed against 
the side wall the back of (he nail nasn't here!" ejaculated 
Norman Conquest keenly. “ Which means only one thing.” 

H.: fla bed his light up and down. The buck of the cup- 
board was of painted matchboarding and looked very old. 
It looked solid too. Wlien Norman pushni on it there wa.s 
no immediate response, but he felt a sligiit quiver. He pushed 
harder and then suddenly stopped. Idiot! Uiiles,- there was 
a truly enormous cavity beliind the false back, it obviously 
opened outwards. But the shelf was in the way 

*’ cour-e the shelf is in the way! ” said Norman, with 
sudden understanding. “ It’s the shelf that keeps the false 
door hard closed. Pretty ingenious.” 

He saw that the shelf was resting on stout wooden sup- 
ports. and a quick upwards thrust forced it out of position 
and he was able to take it down. And the back of the cup- 
board. of its own accord, swung outwards! 

“Now,” murmured Norman, “we’re getting somewhere." 

He flashed his light into the cavity. It was fairly shallow 
and was, m fact the original cupboard. No doubt Roper had 
cleverly fitted the false back. But why? What need has a 

police ofificer, hi charge of a small rural police station, ta 
have a secret hiding place? 

Norman soon had his answer, but it only made the riddle 
more complicated than ever. He now saw that the smudge 
extended right into the back cavity and standing on the floor 
ju beyond, was a pair of angler’s wading hoofs, the fee 
winch were smothered with half-caked mud. There wefe 

crboarT sticking out of the true wal 

ga?™e„,s • --- extraordka?; 

til" --’LS 

anlwer^Jo’r. Con,„c.,. ■■ has a I„, 
he was practically a part of the Height itself T^rthoirshd:' 
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ter-lo(»kin<i suit was. indeed, so obviously borrowed from ao 
Edgar Vv allace novel that Norman found himself smiling. 

A curious and remarkable get-up for a law-abiding coun- 
try policeman! He noticed some little scraps of duckweed 
and other water plants clinging to the leg parts of the suit. 
The leg- were damp well beyond the knees. 

No masterpiece of deduction was necessary to c«)nclude 
that Roper’s nocturnal activities had been conducted near 
the river — and. in fact, in the river. The angler’s wading 
boots, al«>ne. were sufficient evidence of this. So the deceased 
sergeant’s itive>tigations. which he had wished to impart to 
the Chief Comtnis>ioner of Scotland Yard, were connected 
with the river. 

Norman’s opini()n of Roper mounted by leaps and bounds. 
A nasty-lem{H“rcd bloke, but what a go-getter! He had made 
this strange suit witli his own hands, and it was any odds 
that he had conducted his investigations at dead of night in 
off-duty hours. Rut Norman did not exaggerate the import- 
ance of his discoveries. A man with an Edgar Wallace com- 
plex is apt t<* do queer things! But for the fact that Roper 
was dead and l)rulally murdered, Norman might have con- 
cluded that the man had been merely amu.-ing himself. 

He inspected the clotliing more closely. There was a rough- 
ly made patch pocket in front of the one-piece suit, and 
Norman thrust his hand into it almost casually. His hngers 
encountered something small and hard. 

“Shades of Tiffany! ’’ he murmured softly. 

The thing in his hand was a superb diamond earring! 
Norman was an expert where jewellery was concerned, and 
he knew at the first glance that the glorious blue diamond, 
as large as a bean, was the real thing. 

The pocket gave up no further treasure and as the time was 
now getting short. Norman quickly replaced the clothing, 
pushed the shelf back into its place, and Jiis departure. 
There was no reason why he should tell Sweet William of this. 
If the Yard man was unable to use his own eyes, it was his 


Quite openly Norman Conquest let himself out of the police 
staUon and strolled towards the Red Lion. He was thoughtful. 
How was Primrose Trevor mixed up in this grim mystery. 

Perhaps he would know tonight. That ^ s 

deeply involved, and that she was afraid for him. was almost 

a certainty. Perhaps the man Sangley was the real master 

of Bardlow Hall! , , , .1 • „ 

Norman’s thought’s were interruged by the blann„ to^ 

of an electric automobile born. He glanced up and saw 

Inspector Williams’ car bearing down upon him like .ome 
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juggernaut. Williams jerked the car to a standstill and 
fairly vomited out into the road. 

“ Hey, you! ” he exclaimed thickly. 

I “ It’s not the first time, Bill, that I’ve had occasion to call 
you to order for addressing me as ‘ Hey, you! ' ” Norman 
Conquest eyed the angry Yard man with mild wonder. 
“ What’s the trouble? You look flustered.” 

” You know what the trouble is! ” fumed Mr. Williams. 
■' What the hell do you mean by phoning the police station 
half an hour ago and pretending to be Sir Hastings Trevor? ” 

Norman’s expression was one of bland innocence. 

“ It can’t be the sun because it isn’t strong enough,” he 
said. “ Perhaps you can explain. Mr. Marsliall? Has Bill 
been like this for long? ” 

“ Mr. W'illiams has been telling me about your funny tricks, 
young man,” retorted Mr. Marshall, glaring. “ If you didn’t 
talk to me on the telephone, who did? ” 

“ But why should I talk to you on the telephone? ” asked 
Norman, in wonder. 

‘‘All right — all right!” broke in* Williams, restraining 
himself with difficulty. “ You’d better get back to the station. 
Marshall. I II talk to Conquest. Not that I’ll get anything 
‘ out of him.” 

Marshall went off and the Chief Inspector gave Norman a 
hard, searching look. 

“ Now, look. Conquest.” he said, in a tired, pleading voice. 
*‘ I know you like to play games and I dare say you get some 
fun out of doing so. But why send me flying up to this 
Trevor man on a fool’s errand? When we got to the Hall, 
he didn’t know anything about tlie telephone call and practi- 
cally accused us of being looney. If you can give any good 
reason ” 


“ But. my poor Bill. I don’t know what the devil you’re 
talking about,” interrupted Norman, smiling. 

But his eyes, behind that smile, carried such a mischievous 
twinkle that Sweet William knew in his lieart that the Gay 
Desperado had indeed been ” playing games.” But as there 
was no eartMy chance of making him admit it, the inspector 
changed the subject. 

* Vm®, ^ spot where Roper 

was killed.^ he grunted. “ Made a discovery, too.” 

X A 11 C • 

“There’s been practically no traffic, and the ‘struggle 
marks on the road are plain to see. And there’s one inter- 
esling detail. The spot happens to he nearly opposite a gate 
which leads into a field. Sometime yesterday a farm tractor 
must have come nut of that field and stopped on the road for 
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a bit. Iraviiij' bcliind a smalli?b pot)l of oil. At a late iiour 
la>t night the oil imij*t have spread and become partially dry. 
\nvlMns', llic mark-> on the road crisscross this oil spot . . 

“I gkt it!” interrupted Norman, nodding. ‘‘You’re going 
to exuniiiie Hoper’.s No. 12’s and Livingstone’s shoes. If the 
edges of tlie soles don’t show any trace of oil, you’ll know 
that neither ot them made the struggle marks.” 

“ Well, yes,” admitted Mr. \^’illiams. 

■■ It's a big point. Hill. The murderer didn’t notice that 
oil spot in the darkness, and now he’s got oily smears on his 
shoes.” said Norman. "My dear fellow, it’s easy! Find a 
bloke with oil on his shoes, and you’ve got your man! By 


the way, what do you think of this? ” 

He suddenly dangled the diamond earring in front of In- 
spector Williams' startled eyes. The latter gave one search- 
ing look, then made a frantic grab. 

"One of Lady Launccston-Bevan’s stolen earrings! be 

veiled excitedly^ 


CHAPTER SEVEN 

Danger out of the Darkness 

, WAS SO SELDOM that Mr. Williams broke through hi.s sl.eil 
f placidity that Norma,, Om,luest eyed h,m w,lh airDsed 
urpr -e lodeed, he had never seen the rosycheeked m- 
nector quire so shaken. Having snatched the earrtng, he 
L t„r,iLe It over and over in his qmvering hands. 

Ye! it°s part of the Launeoston-Bevan ,oh, w.tho.,t a 

oulu' ’’ he saM. as though speaking to himself 
i-eve' got a lead at la-.l ” He 

, ,ho laughing as he lit 

Irtat a)OU Mavfair lobherv— society hostess robbed 

rbbery-- ’ i„terrupt-d Williams bitterly. ” For 

‘•You’re telling me. ' ^ me. or 

leaven’s sake. Conqtie- ■ ‘ Where did vou get thi- 

'’v'" ^infvlrhid a pleading. mrlanchMy ringgit- 

‘hi .bought you had anv;hing ;■> ,, he 

•‘So there’s a racket. “Listen. Bill, 

-an.-d tape I might treat you as a 

Ll’Virrcln'saris th.s-while you were fooling about at 


MISS DYNAMITE 


45 


the Hall I putting in a ppot of work. If it’ll help you 
at all. I’ll add that Roper had this carring in his possession 
yesterday.” 

Norman could almost see Sweet William^’ hrain processes 
* at work. The apple-cheeked inspector’s face changed its 
expression- with the speed «d a kaleidoscope. 

“Then it was you who made that fake phone call! he 
■growled ferociously. “While the police station was empty, 
you went through it like a gale. You found this earring 
Roper got hold of it earlier somehow. That’s why he wrote 
that infernal letter to the Chief! Where did you find it. 
Conquest? ” His voice suddenly became stern and official. 
“You’d better talk or I’ll run you in as a suspect! ” 

Norman Conquest’s laughter ripplid into the sunsliine. 

“ Be yourself. Bill.” he admonished. “ Do you seriously 
think I would mix mystdf up in this pettifogging snatch-and- 
grab racket ” 

“ Pettifogging! ” The word came from Sweet William like 
an explosion of T.N.T. “Why, you blithering young idiot, 
don’t you know that the Yard is up against the biggest crime 
racket of the century? ” 

“ Is it? ” murmured Norman innocently. 

I “ Don’t stand tliere and say ‘is it' or I’ll scream! ” fumed 
the agitated inspector. “ Two million pounds netted every 
year by burglars and housebreakers! Last year’s figures for 
London alone — nine hundred thousand pounds’ worth of stuff 
stolen! And only one hundred and fifty thousand pounds’ 
worth recovered! And this sort of thing is going on all over 
the country. Tliis isn’t fancy — it’s hard, cold fact. Some of the 
newspapers — curse their guts — have been spreading these 
figures all over their front pages. And the devil of it is, 
they’re substantially correct! ” 

“ Your collar’s too small. Bill,” said Norman mildly. 
“Curse my collar! ” almost shrieked Mr. Williams, as he 
tore at the sticky article in question and jerked it off its 
stud. “ I’ve been working on this burglary racket and I’ve 
got nowhere. I come down here on a special job, and I not 
only find you messing about in the district but this earring 
turns up! It looks as though Roper had a lead, and the fool 
keep- the information to himself and gets himself bumped. 
Now we’re no better off than we were! ” 

“ You’ve got the earring.” 

“Yes. but where did it come from? How did Roper gel 
^ hold of it? ” demanded Williams. “ All these burglaries 
couldn’t happen. Conquest, unless there was a master fence 
behind them. That’s the whole damnable .secret. Somewhere, 
there’s the Big Brain of the entire organization, and we at 
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the Yard are convinced that burglars are being financed all 
over the country. As soon as they’ve done a job, they turn 
the stilt! ill and the stufT vanishes. That’s ninety per cent 
of our trouble. In the old days we could make a round of 
the known receivers and. in the majority of cases, we located 
the slut! while it was still hot. .\ow it simply vanishes into 
thin air.” 

Norman wa^ secretly pleased by his strategy. Only by 
I>iteh forking the inspector into a condition of apoplectic ex- 
riiement had he obtained this ” inside dope.” Williams was 
usually a very reticent man and thoroughly level-headed. 
Norman was not interested in the earring. Williams was 
wrh'ome to it. 


I’ll he at the Red Lion 
Norman casually. 

He walked off before .Mr. 


if you want me. Bill.” said 
Williams could recover his 


breath. Like a certain celebrated lady, he wanted to be 
alone. Williams, he knew, had not the faintest breath of 
suspicion against Sir Hastings Trevor or any member^of his 
household, and Norman had no intention of giving him any 
further tij)-. But Norman’s own suspicions were razor* 
edged. 

At the Red Lion he lunched leisurely and chatted with the 
landlord, tlie serving maid, and anybody else he could charm 
into speech — and for a young man of Norman’s personality 
this was easy. He gleaned many interesting facts. 

Sir Hastings Trevor was more than the “ squire.” He was 
more than a landowner. Up the river there were immense 
flour mills, and the flour mills were supplied by a fleet of 
modern steel barges which came right in from the sea. Sir 
Hastings owned mills and barge- and everything. 

And Sergeant Roper had conducted his investigations In 


the river! 

Norman spent a lazy afternoon and evening lolling about in 
the Red Lion’s comfortable smoking room. He was merely 
markin'' time. Towards tcalime. Williams called on him and 
he appeared to he his old unruffled self. He told Norman that 
he had examined Roper’s boots and the tramps shoes and 
he had found no traces of oil smudge-. But he attached 
little importance to this, and he added that Livingstone had 
been brought before the bench m .Studhury and formally 

remanded after brief evidence of arrest. 

Mr Williams was inclined to be sociable, and he as ap 
pan-nilv hoping that Norman would respond. But for once 
the ii-iiallv gay ” 1066 ” was silent and almi^t bored. He 

seemed to 'havc lo=t all intere-t in the affair. 

not know that a sweet, frightened face kept inlrudme its way 
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The time was a little after 


across Norman’s mental vision, me time was a nine aiier 
nine, and all Norman could think of just now was that he was 
to meet Primrose Trevor at ten. 

“I’m sorry. Bill; afraid I’m not the life and soul of the 
party,” said Norman, as lie rose and stretched his seventy* 
two inches of supple youth. “ I’m going for a walk.” 

“ Suits me.” said Mr. Williams. “ I’m rather partial ” 

“ .\lone.” added Norman gently. 

He had not meant to start until about nine-forty, hut the 
inspector rather irritated him and he went off at once. After 
all, it was better to be on the spot early. The girl might get 
there before time loo. And Norman had a hunch, as large 
as the Empire State Building, that his meeting with her would 
open up new possibilities. 

As soon as he got out of the village, the darkness enveloped 
him like a cloak* The village ilself boasted no actual street 
lights but the publicans of Great Bardlow seemed to be an 
enterprising lot, one vicing with another to make his premises 
bright and inviting; and as there were inns throughout the 
length of the whole village, the result was most pleasing. 

Once this Wet Zone was left behind, however, and the 
wayfarer found himself in the high-hedged rural lanes, there 
was no gleam of light to relieve the all-surrounding gloom, 
breat Bardlow was peculiar in that there were no slrag^Iin-^ 
cottaps beyond the village limits. Once the last dwellin” 
had been left behind, particularly on this narrow byway there 
was nothing on either side but the hedges and lots of trees. 
INorman had plenty of reason to remember its utter loneliness. 

fiu briskly along, forgetting even to smoke, he 

was hlled with an unwonted yeasty feeling. He put this 
down to the fact that he bad got rid of Sweet William. His 

th?i fir erand. He was glad 

Suffolk him towards this sleepy backwater of 

pLt the drove 

past the Red Lion m her little two-seater, looking fresher and 

daintier than ever; and again in her father’s big l?mo[,sfne 

on'iwf 

amerent on this occpion— serious and preoccupied. 

The thought that he might be able to render her a service 

swmging keeping uL to the rhyth^of*hif s„nt“'"' 

me" olerheld.^l^^ne ^rl'lo^Tr 

summer’s day. ivith the sunshin'e^ m “ sunny 

There came a faint crackTe'‘7r:m"t;r„le'’:r’N^ra '‘'^aXli 



48 


MISS DYNAMITE 


along; and ihrn s<»nu-thing black and shapeless descended — 
?trai"lil down towards bis shoulders. 

Al any oilier linn- N«irnian Conquest would have been aware 
of bis danger with >ev<*ral seconds to -pare. But with a 
song on lii> lips, and the vision of a girl before liis eyes, he 
was jii't a lilile slow on ihe uptake. He sensed tlie peril 
when it was almost too late — but not quite. 

In the l.i-t fraction of a socond he sidestepped, scarcely 
knowing why he did so. And the mystery figure, instead of 
lamiiim with crushing force on his shoulders, 'truck the hard 
I, Mil and reelcil aiiainst him. And the Gay Desperado’s song, 
fro/.iu in his throat, was replaced by a muttered exclamation 
of anger, ami he sud«lenly found that he was sweating. 

“ Neat, bnither. but apt to be chancey.” murmured Norman 
Compie t- as bis fivt shot out and rammed bard into tough 

flesh and muscle. -i * . 

He heard a grunting gasp from the would-be assailant; at 

the sumo lime, tliere came a swift pad of footsteps from the 

left and as lie swung round in that direction he heard the 

crackle of twigs on the right. To see anything was .mpossi- 

ble for the darknes- of the night was intensified l>y the 

canopy of entwined branches overhead. . 

Norman saw a smudge of superhlackness looming up at 
his side, and he lashed out with a right and a left in quick 
succession. The first missed; the second sogged into a face 
and something broke. For there was dynamite packed in 
that punch. Seldom had the daring young tmccaneer given 

:e“; To such ferocious fury-and his ''j 

against these attackers, but against bim-elf. His bitterness 

"■ Fooi'' It-f ht*'e";tien' e a, Bardlow Hall .ha. morning 

have 

'.'rilerd'ol ."ha.^'Tc l^rd h^een Ambling along ud.hon, a solitary 

fSaSn rnr"n’r.^"^; 

l,ad"dr'rppe'^'fr-"" .he .ree .vas 'shadowy 

ai.ack. There "hlr .he fir', .hue in his adven- 

half-shapes in ^ConquL felt, with a tingle up and 
turous career. Norman ^ ,vas "oing to cost him 

down his spine that his car - e 

life. , Now .1.^ h jas^too la,. 

s.upelact.on a. hr „^^d<^/all his wits ahou, him now; aU 

hir'charceristic cool-headedness. An angry n.an 

reckless man. 
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He swung round savagely, striking at another blur of dark- 
ness?. In a cooler moment he would have sidestepped with 
that lightning agility for which he was famous. His fist 
found a mark, but at the 'an»e moment his feet were swept 
frrim under him as <»ne of the attackers liurlcd himself at 
Norman’s leg'^. 'I’he Desperado toppled over, and his head 
'it ruck tlie hard road \v'ith sickening force. He rolled over 
limply and lay still. 

For a moment — hoarse and >traine() breathing. 

“ He’< out! ” came a muttered voice. “ Broke his skull in 
half by the sound of it. O'd'k! Off the road willi him! 
Doti’t forget the orders! \\'«'’ve ln-en too long us it is.” 

With great efficiency, Norman Conquest was lifted and 
swung through a gap in the hedae. There was a brief pause 
as one of the men returned to the spot and flashed an elec- 
tric torch over the road. He joined the others. 

“ Not a mark anywhere — not even on the banks,” he wlus- 
pered. “ Get going.” 

The meadow was hard and dry. so that no footprints were 
left. The grass was short-clipped by tlie recent grazing of 
sheep. The spot had been chosen well. It was the nearest 
approach to the river. There was a second meadow, equally 
dark and lonely, and tlien the river. The unconscious burden 
was carried straight onto the deck of a squat, sprawling 
barge, which lay moored almost exactly opposite the dark 
and derelict mass of an ancient and abandoned water mill. 
The river banks, at this point, were strengthened by stone- 
work. like a miniature dock, and the stones were ancient 
and worn and covered wth age-old moss above the surface 
and slime beneath. 

The barge lay in absolute darkness. Even when a hatch 
was lifted, and a cautious voice bade the newcomers to ” bring 
him do\snn ” there was no glimmer of light. In that utter and 
mysterious blackness. Norman Conquest w’as quickly lowered 
into the depths. The last man to follow closed the hatch, 
and it locked with a curiously soft metallic click. 

“ Okay, Mr, Sangley! ” said the man. 

Lights clicked on. Norman was lying on the floor of a 
plainly furnished but comfortable cabin. The men about him 
were, apparently, honest bargees. Not one of them had the 
aspect of a typical criminal. The only exception was Sangley, 
of the Hall. He. with his scholarly face, his spectacles, and 
his clerkly clothing, looked very out of place. As he listened 
to ^ the report, he consulted his watch. 

” You are early,” he commented. “We did not expect you 
tor another half-hour. So much the better. Strip him.” He 
held up a hand. ” Wait. You say that he got his injury by 
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Striking his head on the road? Was there any blood’ ” 

“ Not a drop, sir.” 

The man who spoke was earnest and respectful. Whatever 
this organi/afion was, one rule appeared to be general — that 
every member of it should act his part one hundred per cent 
even when no oulsider> were present. 

Sangley bent down and examined Norman Conquest’s head. 
The scalp was grazed and there was just a tinge of blood 
on the hair: ami a very ugly bruise was rising. 

” No fracture — l)ut he won’t come round for an hour at 
least.” said Sangley. rising. “ All right. Strip him.” 

Let it be made <juite clear that Norman Conquest was very 
definitely a total loss. He had been careless and he had paid 
the price. \S'hich simply means that he was human. 

His clothing was removed with deft speed. As Sangley 
received each article, he emptied the pockets, and then deli- 
berately 'la'^hcfl the liuingv and e\iimmrd every Svpiave inch 
of the material. Nothitig escaped his concentrated scrutiny. 
Ev«‘n N«jrtnan’s shc)es and his hat came in for the same care- 


ful inspection. Then, while the Desperado was lying stark 
on the floor. Sangley gathered up the contents of the pockets, 
placed them in a small attache case, and gave a signal to 
the man who stood at the companion. 

Instatitly the lights went out and the hatch was raised. 

” Stand by until you get further orders.” he said briefly. 
“ If he shows signs of coming round, knock him on the head 


again.” 

Sangley went up into the darkness and made hts way 
ashore He walked a few yards along the towing path to the 
gates of a lock, which were closed. There was a wooden 
platform along the top of the lock gates, and Sangley crossed 
to the other side. He entered the derelict water null. 

Ten steps down a stone-flagged passage brought him to a 
deep iloorway. He found the handle in the darkness turned 
it. and entered a room. As he closed the door, a light came 

on, splashing full upon him. 

” Well? ” came a soft, eager voice. 

“They got him. miss.” said Sangley briefly. 

He looked at Primrose Trevor with the respect which is 
due from a private secretary to his employers daughter, but 
at the back of his eyes there was also a hint of fear. Ihe 
girl was dressed in a long, belted sports coat and a close- 
fitting beret. She gave a swift, searching look into the 
attache case, which Sangley opened for her inspection. 

” Nothing except the ordinary things a man would cyry, 

miss.” said Sangley. “ Money-keys-watch-wallet and so 

on. Nothing in the wallet except a few currency notes. INot 
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even «i card or a driving licence.” 

It seems that Norman Conquest had not been entirely 
neglectful before setting out. Primrose Trevor pursed her 
lips and tapped her well-shod foot on the stone floor. And 
v those lips, which Norman had thought so ravishingly beauti- 
ful, were drawn into a thin, cruel line. The blueness of her 
eyes had chilled into the coldness of a snakelike glitter. The 
change in that delicate, demure country miss was incredibly 
shocking. 

” All right,” she said, her voice steady and even. ” I'll 
take these. Sangley. Burn all his clothes in the incinerator 
at once. There must be no waste of time. You and I must 
be back at the Hall within ten minutes. Your alibi will then 
i)e good, and so will mine.” 

” Yes, miss. And Coiujuest? ” 

” Put Conquest into one of the special canvas sacks, weight 
It. and drop him into Deadwater Deep.” 

” That’s very near, miss ” 

” But it is also twenty feet deeper than any other part of 
the river, and every minute the men carry the sack is a 
minute of unnecessary risk,” replied Primrose Trevor in 
clipped tones. “ That’s all. Sangley. Let there be no slip 
up.” 

* She dismissed him with a slight gesture of her shapely, 

gloved hand; she had sent him to put a man to death with 
less feeling than the average girl expresses when she bru>hes 
a smudge of dirt from her stocking. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 

Sweet William Gets His Man 

With a soft, slithery plunge, the heavily weighted canvas 
sack, with its human contents, dropped from the back of the 
punt into the mysterious blackness of Deadwater Deep. No 
word was spoken and scarcely a sound was made. The sur- 
face of the water Avas disturbed for a moment Avith a few 
bubbles, and the cold-blooded crime Avas over. 

Within an hour an old barge Avould discharge a ton or so 
of ballast over the exact spot— and the disappearance of 
Norman Conquest would be complete and utter— for no drags 
could then reach him, even if his sudden absence from Great 
Bardlow caused any police activity, which it was not likely 
to do. For Norman Conquest’s movements Avere notoriously 
strange and uncertain! 

His killers had left nothing to chance. Norman Conquest 
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\va> >lark naked: every stitch of clothing, every single article 
iiad Item removed from his person; even his wrist watch, 
with its secret band, and its precious saw-edged hidden 
lilades! Tlie sack was of mail-bag canvas, as tough as 
leatlier. secured at the lop by a small wrought-iron ring and 
two padlocks. In the bottom of the bag. beneath Norman’s 
crum|ilcd form, was a solid slab of lead. 

Down he vsent- -slowly and inexorably towards the very 
bottom of Deadwater Deep. No movement from Norman— 
for lie liad nut yet recovered from the effects of his injury. 
These people liad acted witii deadly, frightening speed. It 
was less than half an hour since he had been walking along 
the lane, blithely singing. 

Appreciable seconds elapsed before the ice cohl water per- 
colated tlirough the clo-ely woven canvas; hut when the water 
did do so it seemed to come with a rush, and the sudden 

douclie had the expected effect. 

“ No. don’t hit him again,” Sangley had said, his refined 

face Jistorted .vi,h eavage cruelty. “ The cold water w.ll 
bring him to life with a jerk. Let him suffer, the interfer. 
in-' rat! Hackcnschmidl himself couldn t burst this canvas. 

A hlunder-a truly colos.sal where Norman Com 

quest was concerned! Give him one thread of life to cling 
to and you gave him all he needed! Strip him to his bare 
skin and' enclose him in a sack-and he still found it possible 

'"(Inly ''two sec „a-sed between the ineident of Norntan’s 

r,.roverv and the realbation that he was for it. In suen 

against. , . , . iware of a deadly sense of 

A. his bra.rt cleared. “",fJVoUd. be felt the con- 

suffocation and numlmig col . sliding on 

fines of his deiil. in the river, and they 

-’r jr I' irZ: V- 

:rp. t’fnicr’shor; .ug.'and a strip of fle.sh.coloured 
false skin came away! 

Tl.e daring ^ J^^hat there was no visible 

The “ po. ket ” was so ^ w^ such an exa.t 
Mgn that it existed, and the false .Kin 
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match that a powerful lens was ncdcd to delect its pre 
sence. And in that pocket snuggled two trifles — a knife 
of incredible strength and keenness, and a flat file. 
i But even as Norman’s fingers gripped the tiny knife, lie 
knew that it was going to be a desperate gamble. The s»'n'«e 
of suffocation was now well-night unbearable, for his canvas 
prison had taken him far down into the depths. The |)re<sure 
was terrific. His ears were roaring, and his head was throb- 
bing like the pounding of a steam hammer. One liny slip, 
one fractional error, and he was doomed. 

The numbness in his fingers was no help. Panic would 
have spelt disaster in letters a mile high. Only one thing 
could save him — a brain as cool as ice. 

He got his knife into his fingers, steadied one hand with 
the other, and then, with apparently suicidal slowness and 
deliberateness, he guided the blade to the canvas. He in- 
serted the point and felt it go slithering through the stout 
material w’lth sweet and beautiful silkiness. Nothing sh(*rt 
of an edge doubly as keen as that of a razor could have 
achieved such a miracle. With back pressed against the 
tightened canvas, with his feet tautening the rest of the ^ack, 
and one hand steadying the material, he drew the knife down. 
* enlarging the original hole into a long slit. Hacking at the 
stuff would have been worse than useless. Only that sure, 
steady movement of his hand saved him from death. 

Ninety-nine men out of a hundred would have becti iiru'ous 
cions before now. Norman Con(|uest was the hundredth 
man. In his time he had dived for pearls in the South Stas, 
and he had learned the knack of holding his breath until he 
was as efficient as any Kanaka. Added to this, he had his 
own incomparable physique and power of endurance. 

Head first, he wormed his way out of the sack, and in a 
moment he shot free. But even in that glorious moment of 
salvation, with his brain slowly but surely numbing into 
unconsciousnes*-. he did not make the fatal mistake of rising 
straight to the surface. Altiiough he had an impression that 
an hour had passed since he had recovered consciousness, he 
knew that the period was actually less than three minutes. 
Up there, on the black surface of the river, there would be — 
watchers! Human devils gloating over the bubbles! 

As he rose, therefore, he struck out with all his remaining 
strength, calling his last ounce of reserve and iron determina- 
tion to his aid. 

f No fish, whether a denizen of the river or the ocean, had 
anything on Norman Conquest. Even when he was m extremis. 
as now, he gave a first-class impersonation of an otter, and 
his nude condition was all in his favour. Entirely unenciim- 
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bcred. lie wa> able to swim with complete freedom. 

Instinctively he knew that the surface was just above him. 
Mis lungs coiihl hold out no longer. He allowed his head to 
break the water, but he did not give any gulping ga'p as he 
felt the life-giving air pouring into his lungs. He made no 
more disturbance than a water rat. and having filled his 
lungs he silently dropped into the depths again. New life 
surged through him now: his brain cleared, and even the 
dull throbbing of his head decreased so mucli that he forgot 
it. 

He continued to swim under water and more than once he 


felt the mud of the river bed. His progress was checked 
unexpectedly by contact with something hard, which struck 
his head with ?ome violence. But it was not solid. He put 
up a hand and felt a steel wire, tautly stretched. Queer. 
Hanging onto the wire, he edged along it and then felt the 
cold steel plale« of a vessel of some kind on his left. 

Feeling carefully, he found that the taut wdre was not at- 
tached to the outside plates, but entered a small hole. Slowly 
and silently he ro«e to the surface. The time he allowed 
the water to trickle from his eyes so that he could look about 
him. Silence brooded over the scene — except for a faint creak 
from a spot up the river. He saw a black smudge and reco^ 
nized it as a punt containing men. It was moving away in 
the opposite direction. The vessel against which he clung 
like a limpet was a large sea-going, steel-hulled motor barge, 
now trimmed for river work. As far as he could judge, the 


vessel wa.s empty and deserted. 

Turning his head, he saw the shadowy outline of an old 
building, and he judged that he was in a lock. He verified 
this a moment later, when he spotted the lock gates. He had 
swum straight into it from the upper reach of the river He 
judged that the lock was no longer in use. Like the old mill 
it had been superseded by more modern equipment eNewhere. 

Hi-^ leg«» were reMing against the wire some feet under the 
surface. And now he felt a curiou.s quivering of the wire. It 
was such a surprising factor that he silently sbd under the 
surface and fell the wire with his hands. As he did so, he 
touched a thin cord alongside the wire, and then his fingers 
came in contact with a square object which was being slowly 
drawn along the wire and away from the barge. 

Something -eemed to explode m Norman s brain. With 
one fierce tug. he jerked the square object free f om its 
attachm.-nts and in the same moment he dived 
went right beneath the barge, coming up silently on the otl^ 
<ide. A few swift strokes, and he reached the '"o^s-gro^ 
wall and pulled himself out. He expeeted to hear shouts and 
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to see moving figures. Bui there was nothing. The thing in 
his bands was a metal box, like a miniature safe. 

“ Somehow,” murmured Norman, " I don’t think this spot 
is particularly healthy.” 

He ran lithely across the meadow which adjoined the river. 
Once glance at the surrounding trees and hills had given him 
bis direction. He avoided the lanes. He had no wish to 
be mistaken for a wandering nudist. Indeed, this problem of 
nudity was one which had to be seriously considered. Nor- 
man was as hardy an animal as ever breathed and he had 
no fear of evil consequences to his health. But no young 
man can wander about the Suffolk countryside in a stale of 
itark nakedness and get away with it. 

As he ran he heard the church clock of Great Bardlow 
striking the hour. He was curious. He had no idea how 
much time had elapsed. Two hours? Three hours? He 
listened to the strokes with intent interest. 

Eight — nine — ten Then silence. Incredible! Only ten 

o'clock! And it had been nine-fifteen when he liad left the 
Red Lion! The oppo>ition believed in fast work, evidently. 

“Not so good!” growled Norman. “Only ten o’clock! 
That means that plenty of people are still about. This is 
one hell of a pickle! ” 


And then a soft chuckle escaped him. The nearest resid- 
ence, as far as he knew, was Bardlow Hall! There wasn’t 
a chance in a thousand that Sir Hastings Trevor’s household 
would have gone to bed at such an early hour. And it struck 
Norman that it was exceedingly fitting that he should obtain 
reserve clothing from such a source. As the thought crossed 
his mind, his eyes frosted over like chilled steel. He had no 
iota of proof, but his instinct was working overtime. 

He had discovered an ugly bruise on his head, but this did 
not worry him. He had been bruised before and his head 
was acclimatized to this sort of thing. As he approached 
the grtmnds of tlie Hall, he found his thoughts drifting to- 
^rds Primrose Trevor. He wondered what she would think. 
Ihis wp almost the exact time of the appointment and she 
would be wailing. It was an unforgivable sin, in Norman’s 
view, to keep a young lady wailing, but he rightly came to 
the conclusion that he could hardly meet her in his present 
condition. And by the time he found something to wear «he 
would certainly have got fed up and gone off. 

Strange that a man of Norman Conquest’s experience and 
imcanny judgment of human character should have felt no 
pernor of suspicion! He pictured Primrose Trevor as wait- 

iSf "“"ied her frightened eyes search- 

ing up and down the road for the first sign of his coming 
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She Uii- there now. at this very minnle. her ears tingling for 
his ! 

Ni'vtT a that hi' ficiuli'^lily pJanned murder might 

have luen engineered within lliat heauliful little head! Never 
a '•it'pii i()n that the appointnient at the stile had been a trap! 
rhi>«-e »ling> Itad ohvioij«.|y followed him from the village: 
they had found out wiiich lane he was taking, and one of 
them had gone oji in advance to lake his place in the tree! 
Tliii» \.*rman Comiuest disniis-^ed the tnatter. Thus Norman 
Confine t was being gulled, like many a man liefore him. by 
tlie in-i(lious wiles of a ^voman! That seemingly invincible 
.wnmiir *if his Wa> not without it'< flaw! 

.\s lii< thoughts kept wandering towards the girl, he thrust 
them a-ifle. Ibis Inisiness of getting clothes was of major 
iiiipoitanc<- at the moment. 

Ileaching the rear wall of the Hall garden, he lightly 
vaulted up. hauled himself over, and dropped. Like a glioslly 
pale shadow, he flitted across lawns and along the well-kept 
l)atlis. Tl)ere were lights in some of the lower windo%vs and 
lights in the toi)-fIoor window^. But no lights in between. 
I’he “ qualify ” was still active, and some of the servants had 
gone to bed. Easy. The bedrooms he needed were empty. 

Selerting a point where there was no lighted lower window 
near, he climi)ed the wall with the serene ease and lightness 
of Tarzan himself. The wall was smothered with age-old 
ivy. and the task was child’s play. Above, he bad seen a 
half-opened bedroom window. Before commencing to mount 
he had placed the little steel box behind a tree and now, 
sitting on the window sill, he carefully brushed his feet. 
They were only a little damp from his progress across the 
grass. Mis body, by this time, was bone dry, and the brisk 
activity had thoroughly warmed liim. 

Hi- eyes, accustomed to the darkness, easily picked out a 
big. «)hl-fashioned wardrobe as he padded silently across to 
the door and turned the key in the lock. There was a shaded 
bedside bmp. Coolly he switched it on. The light although 
confined, was alrm.sl dazzling after the darkness. He took 
three quick steps to the wardrobe and silently opened it. 

Cluthc^ — ma’-culine clothes. Good, as far as it wont, but 
a glance at the suits, which hung so neatly on their hangers, 
told iiitn that they were miles too small for him. With his 
limited knowledge of the Trevor household, he nevertheless 
h.- l no difficulty in identifying the wearer as Sangley, the 

Saii-'ley' Inevitably, he remembered that baleful, male- 
volent "backward glance of .Sangley’s, on the drive that morn- 
ing. Just as inevitably. Norman thought of the dead Koper. 
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It was a train of thought that made the next action a dead- 
rock certainty. A pair of heavy golfing >hoes lay on the floor 
of the wardrobe, and Norman picked them up and turned them 
over and examined the soles. 

One glance was sufhciont. On the edge of the right sole 
there was a little collection of oily dirt, black and sticky. 
It was Sangley who had made the “ struggle marks ” on the 
road Satigiey who had fellc<l Roper with one murderous 
blow! 

As Norman Conquest took the rearmost suit from its hook, 
after replacing the shoe-, his brain was already forniiilating 
the moves he would make during the next half-hour. A '•oft 
chuckle came into his throat. With lightning speed he slid 
into the tweed sports suit. The leg* and sleeves were comic- 
ally short, hut Norman was slim and he jin-t made it. Except 
for an ominous tear his hroad shoulders got into the 
jacket all was well. He put a hand up to ease the coat 

anc there n*as a further tear: hut he fnli ^omelliinc In the 
im\ae pocket. 

A little book A soiled, shiny-covered black notebook. He 

glanced at the flyleaf. And there was Roper’s bold signature! 

Norman s heart jumped as he flipped the pages with bis 

thumb. Blank, except for the first few— and these were 

covered with nothing but pencilled figures, with dots here 

and there. A code of some kind! Norman’s thoughts shot 
off at an angle. 

Had lie been getting Roper w„ng all this lime? Was 

!tont! r.. I'!'''-'" Edgar Wallare like 

stunts 1. h s n.vest.gat.ons? Or was he a member of the 

^ang, who had been bumped for suspected treachery’ One 
ZZ 71 nnl convinced that 

fccretive nature which had prompted 
to write his notes in a code. A glance through EtUar 
^ novels would probably provide the key. 

bonk r'* laid tl‘e 

book down beside the shoes. Sweet William should find these 

hings. but there was no reason why Sweet William should 

lave the benefit of Roper’s notes! If they contained anything 

m^rmative. Norman wanted them. ^ ® 

ten^ Tb ""n mantelpiece. Nine minutes past 

-IVn^ • ^ as opposition 

® faster. He had already proved that he was 

ing off tlirr “ i'" I’azardous game. Switcli- 

^ound. * descended to the 

Before ten-thirty was chiming on the village clock. Norman 
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C«>n<iue>t was in liis own bedroom at the Red Lion, imma- 
culately dre»ed and groomed, as only he knew how. Further, 
he had sent a mes-enger to inform Inspector Williams that 
he. Norman would appreciate an immediate visit. 

Getting into the Red Lion had been easy enough — after 
.Norman had deftlv avoided a few neonle in the villapp street. 


Getting into the Red Lion had been easy enough — after 
.Norman had deftly avoided a few people in the village street. 
.\ (|uick hop over the end wall of the inn garden and a 
repetition of his climbing act — this time quite easy, for the 
bedroom window was almost within jumping distance. 

Mr. Williams accepted the invitation with alacrity. He 
returned to the Red Lion with the messenger, and he found 
Norman Com]uest in the private smoking room, leaning 
against the mantelpiece and looking exactly like a million 
dollar-. Mr. Vi illiams blinked painfully and uttered a 
protest, 

“ Damn it. Conquest, not at this hour of the evening! ” he 
said sorrowfully. “ An hour ago you looked respectable ” 

“ You should have seen me half an hour ago! ” said 
.Norman with a lilting chuckle. 

" Whore’s the j(tke? ” asked Williams sourly. 

“ Bill, you’d be surprised! ” said Norman. “ At a more 
appropriate time. I’ll give you the low-down. Right now I 
want you to <'ome with me to Bardlow Hall.” 

“To Bardlow Hall? What for?” 

“ I’m going to hand you Roper’s murderer on a platter. 

” What the hell ” t_. i - 

“ During this last hour, while you’ve been guzzling whiskies 

and -odas. I’ve been busy.” continued Norman, bending his 
head forward and revealing the ugly >welling for Mr. Wil- 
liams’ inspection. ” No. Bill, don’t ask any q'H'slions. 

“ What do vou mean— don’t a>k any questions? almost 
bawled Inspector Williams. “ I’ve always known you to be 
half crazv. Conque-t. hut this is going too far. IJ 
suggesting that -omehody at Bardlow Hall is guilty of killing 

■St’- not a suggestion. Sweet William— it’s a gift I’m 
placing right in your lap.” interrupted Norman. Go to 
Barrllow Hall and ask for Sangley. the «-cretary. 
you saw him this morning? Have a look ins.de h.s "ardr"^ 
Lid you’ll find oil-smeared golf sboe^ and-Sergeant Ropers 
notelL.k! I imagine that Sangley will have a sweet time 

""inciZully. the Gay Desperado was looking J 

>weet lime of his own-when Sangley am Sir 

found him strolling elegantly into Bardlow Hall! Norman 

would be exceedingly interested in their reactions. That they 
heli. ved him dead he had not the slightest flicker of doubt. 
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Chief Inspector Williams opened his mouth to say 'some- 
thing caustic, and then closed it like a trap. Memory had 
come to his aid. He recalled how Norman Conquest had 
given him tips on other occasions — and they had never once 
been wrong. His mind throbbed and Norman could almost 
see the works going round. Mr. Williams achieved — for him 
— a record in quick decisions. 

“ I’ll take a chance,” he >aid grimly. “ But, by God, if 
you’re playing monkey tricks. ...” He pulled himself up 
and swallowed hard. “ Let’s go.” 

He knew that this was no time for talking, but for action. 
Norman’s car was outside, and they both got into it, and 
Norman had them streaking up to the Hall with zooming 
breathlessness. He did not want Mr. Williams to change his 
mind. 

This is all wrong. Conquest!” protested the inspector: 
I haven’t got a warrant and the evidence you spoke of isn’t 
half good enough. I shall have the coat stripped off my back 
if I m not careful. I can’t afford to risk my pension. . . ” 

“When you’re after big game. Night Starvation, you can’t 
afford to think about stripping coats. When it comes to strip- 
ping, I m an expert.” said Norman blithely. “ If you weren’t 
so young and innocent, I could tell you something, that would 
curdle all the oil in your hair roots. Sangley tiiinks he’s 
above suspicion, and I’ll bet you a thousand quid to a week’s 
whack of your pension that he gives himself away.” 

But think what it implies! ” almost panted Williams, 
whose wits were branching out in all quarters. “ If Sangley 
ki led Roper, he must have known of Roper’s infernally sec- 
ret investigations. Is Sangley mixed up with that Launceston- 
Bevan job. Does he know anything about the Hotel Supreme 

JackelV’’'*" 

The very idea seemed so monstrous that Mr. Williams did 
not wan for any answers to his questions. They were whirl- 

"onTn ^ 

-I'ndT'L” “You’re mad, Conquesi 

and Im worse for letting you bring me here! This man 

Sangley is a respectable private secretary, and ” 

with k-and yoidre gains 
through with It. interrupted Norman calmly, as he bronchi 

the car to a standstill just beyond the main steps “ Can't 

you get It into your thick head that Sangley might have hacS 

purely personal reason for bumping Roper? Did I sav he 

rz'-:* Bvrvt - 
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Nonnaii had no wish for Inspector Williams, to connect 
Sangley with the nation-wide rf)l>beries which were so alarm- 
ingly on tlie increase. Belter to make him think that Sangley’s 
quarrel with the sergeant had been a private one. Motive 
wasn’t important in any case. Norman knew that Sangley 
was guilty, and he suspected that Sangley had attempted to 
take his — Norman’s — life this evening. Sangley had to go. 
Norman could then concentrate on the men higher up. 

Will a firm hand, he propelled the protesting inspector to 
the front door. He pulled the hell and waited. Williams 
seemed to sen-e that there was no escai)e and he squared Ihra- 
self and ^et his jaw. The door opened and Dawes, the huller, 
stood there. 


“ All. serf! ” said Norman cordially. “ We meet again! ” 
Tlie elTeci was highly ill^tructive and entertaining. Dawes 
turned as white as a sheet and his jaw quivered so much that 
he could scarcely speak. He was looking at Norman Conquest 
as a man might look at a ghost. And Norman smiled happily. 

“ What the devil’s the matter with you, man? ” asked Mr. 
Williams tartly. “ Tell Sir Hastings I would like to see him 
for a moment. Tell him it’s important.” 


” Yeh-yeh-yes. sir! ” stammered the butler. 

But any further activity on his part was unnecessary. The 
in.'pector had used a loud voice and the hour was late. A 
door opened and Sir Hastings Trevor and his dauglitcr came 
out to see what all the commotion was about. Norman Con- 
quest lounged easily again'^t the figure of Psyche, resting his 
hand in a most disre- peclful manner on the lady s rear. He 
felt that he and P.syche had much in common that evening. 
i\nd Norman was watching — with sheer Belial joy. 

He saw Sir Hastings come forward, with Primrose by hi? 
side and just a little in the rear. She was looking wonderful 
in a honey-coloured silk gown of exclusive hut simple design. 
Sir Hastings suddenly checked, rather as though he had walk- 
ed Into an invi-ihle brick wall. He was looking straight at 
Norman Conquest’s smiling face, and his jaw. after coming 
almost unhitched, closed up like a trap. With a supreme 

effort, the man made a good recover>\ 

But Primrose! She was superb. She was incredibly in- 
comparable. Norman had hoped that he would jier- 
and this was the main reason why he had urged Inspector 
Williams to make the outrageous visit. There was not a 
Kr of the girl’s eyelids; not a twitch of her or je 

sli'-hte^t change of expression. Just surprise and a 1 
^ fp-ir— that fear which always seemed to lurk 

hv^hTr side It was an inestimable exhihinon of matchless 
contrit - perfect tl.at even Nor, non Conquest s attpef 
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sensitive faculties remained at “ stop.** 

As the landowner came forward, he could not know that 
« his discomfort was more than matched by Inspector Williams’. 

“ Sorry to intrude like this, sir,’* said the inspector thickly, 
as he felt a prodding finger in his back. “ I*d like to sec 
Mr. Sangley. It’s important.” 

" My secretary? ” said Sir Hastings in surprise. ” He 
went up to his bedroom not a minute ago. What earthly 
reason can you have for wishing to see Sangley at this hour? ” 

” Plenty of reason, sir! ” retorted Mr. Williams, taking 
refuge in a sudden curt gruffness. “ I have reason to believe 
that Mr. Sangley can give me some vital information on the 
Roper murder! ” 

It was quite unintentional, but the inspector managed to 
infuse a sinister suggestiveness into his voice. He was still 
dazed by the thought that he had allowed Norman Conquest 
to pitchfork him into this appalling situation. When he .«aw 
Sangley. he would put a few vague questions and then apolo- 
gize and get out. Then he would use all the words of his 
extensive vocabulary in one blast at Norman’s head. 

“Oh!” came a soft little cry from Primrose. “Dad! I 

' was afraid that Mr. Sangley ” She broke off and clung 

to Sir Hastings’ arm. 

“What’s that?” asked Mr. Williams, with a jump. “What 
were you afraid of. Miss Trevor? ” 


Her words had electrified him. But Sir Hastings, almost 
roughly, told her to go back into the drawing room and she 
obeyed. The landowner moved towards the slaiis. 

“If^you want to see Sangley. you’d better come up to his 
room, hr said gruffly. “ If you can give me any hint of 
what all this means, though, I shall be obliged. You can’t 
suspect Sangley of ” 

I rather think,” drawled Norman Conquest, “ that my pa) 
would prefer to tackle brother Sangley without any delay.” 

Yes, if you don’t mind.” said Mr. Williams. 

As they started mounting the stairs, they could not guess 
that Primrose was acting like streaked lightning. She went 
to a corner of the drawing room where there appeared to bo 
no door; but a door opened as though by magic and she 
yanished. A quick run up narrow stairs, a turn to the left 
and she opened another door. She was in Sangley’s bedroom! 
and she had not appeared on the landing. 

ang ey was at the wardrobe. The door was open and 
he had a startled, frightened look on his face. He^jumped 

t iust L seen T gown. She had 

t ^ seconds m which to act— or she might have paid 

me attention to the little object which the secretary held 
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in his hand, and which an inexorable fate had placed there 
You startled me, miss!” gasped the man. “1 didn’t 
expect to see you here. Somebody has been ” 

With cool, cold-blooded precision. Primrose Trevor raised 
her gloved hand and pointed the muzzle of the automatic 
she held straight at Sangley’s right temple. He did not even 
know what she was doing as she squeezed the trigger — and 
then it didn’t matter. 

As the report rang out. Sangley slumped to the floor. His 
fingers closed convulsively over — Roper’s notebook! He held 
it in his left hand. His right hand was empty — until the 
girl thrust the automatic into his twitching grip and closed 
the fingers over the butt. A second later 'he ran lightly to 
the secret door and was gone. 

Only in the nick of time! 

Inspector Williams burst into the room like a whirlwind 
They had heard the shot when they were halfway upstairs. 
Eloquent proof of the she-devil’s speed! One look wa'^ 
sufficient for Williams. 

“ My God! ” he shouted. ” He’« shot himself!” 

Sir Hastings ran into the room. Norman Conquest stood on 
the landing, and his mind was filled with wonder. This was 
an unexpected twist! He found it hard to believe, even now. 
that Sangley, with no evidence that he was in danger, should 
have taken his own life. He heard a soft sound on the stairs 
and found Primrose running up. The impression he received 
was that she had just emerged from the drawing mom after 
hearing the shot. 

“ What is it? ” she asked tensely. ” What was that bang? ” 

She halted, as though fearing to ascend further. From 
Sangley’s bedroom came Williams’ official voice: ^ 

“Look at this! Sergeant Roper’s notebook in Sangley’s 
hand! He must have seen me arriving and got panicky. And 
when he heard us coming up'tairs 

The inspector finished the sentence with a shrug. Here 
was all the proof he needed that he had got the murderer of 
Sergeant Roper. Mandeville Livingstone, the tramp, would 
be free within an hour. 

Norman quickly descended to Primrose. There was some 
thing in the girl’s frishtened look which called out to every 
fibre in his being. Poorfnol! He did not know that her 
hell’s brain was nearly steaming from overwork. With that 
lightning decision which characterized her every action, she 
had killed Sangley. She had killed him because she knew 
he was going to be arrested— and it was too ri«ky to let him 

eet info the hands of the police! 

And she was filled with a cold fury against Norman Lon- 
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quest, who was undoubtedly responsible for this visit. His 
astounding coolness, his non-reference to Ids adventures, filled 
her with acute unease. She would need all her wiles to 
crush this daring young adventurer! Mercifully, he suspected 
nothing; he had no hint, even, that his assailants and would- 

had any connection with the Hall. 

“Come outside — please! ” she whispered softly. 

They ran down the stairs, and she opened the door and 

they went down to the terrdee. The cool night encompassed 

them and Norman could feel her soft, supple body prosing 

closely against his own. Her hands pressed urgently on hi‘- 
arms. 


“ Why didn’t you come? ” she asked, with a half sob. 

I was on my way but something happened.” said Norman 
swiftly. I can t tell you now 

“But I know!” breathed the girl, and he fell a shudder 
pass through her slender frame. “ It was Sangley. That 
was what I wanted to tell you! I’ve always been afraid of 
bangley, and I knew that he hated poor Roper. I couldn't 

say anything to Father, because Father always trusted him 
SO much/ 


II 


Well, it doesn ’t matter 




Norrnan hardly knew what he was going to say. Her in- 
toxicating nearness bewildered him. He could smell the 

"‘'P* upwards. He did not 
Jindi!,g"drre" o»P--ching car. a. i, canre along 

hnfh girl’? head in 

upwards, and kissed her. And 
as he did so. the approaching car turned another bend and 
the headlights revealed them with da./ling clarify. 

And at the wheel of the car sat— Joy Fverard! 

Primrose pve a little frightened cry. and she tore herself 

Conquest’s arms and ran indoors. Norman 
felt a great anger within him. Who was this blunderinc 

Se ca^r. “ grimly toward? 

wanted.*”'"’*' ” “ "'g' >’m "o' 

“Young Pixie!” yelled Norman. 

No surge of guilt swept over him; only a feeling of extreme 

foolishness and irritation. He ran fnrLrd anS looked Imo 

Simn ^ partner. 

Yo . j*' ^ ^ come,” he protested 

You needn’t take any notice of ” protested. 

They told me at the Red Lion that I should find you 
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here, hut they didn’t tell me why,” interrupted Joy. with an 
almost imperorptihle quiver of her lips. “ I can see that 
you were right. De.^perado. It was silly of me to come.” 

Before he could speak she had let in the clutch, and the 
car went shooting along round the circular drive — hack to 
the road. Norman Conquest cursed, but he had no means 

of knowing that Joy’s eyes were nearly blinded with tears. 

♦ * * 

Chief Inspector \^’illiams was a happy man that night. 
Sangley’s su icid e was sufficient proof of his guilt; the oil- 
stained shoes ami the notebook were significant items of 
evidence. It wa- obvious that Sangley had faked the evid- 
ence against flie tramp. Reluctantly. Sir Hastings and his 
davigliter had a<lmitte<l that Sangley had disliked Roper for 
weeks. There was a hint of some private quarrel between 
them, and the truth w«»uld never be known. 

In a word, the unfortunate Williams was successfully side- 
tracked — and hy Norman Conquest. \S’illiains helieved that 
Sangley had no ronne'-iion with the nation-wide robberies. 
Norman Conque-t knew that he had! 

In his hedro<*m at the Red Mon. sometime after midnight, 
Norman was leisurely inspecting the contents of the little 
black box. which he liad succeeded in forcing open after 
much hard work. It was a watertight box. cunningly and 
beautifully made. 

And inside it- -the entire proceeds of the recent Hotel 
Supreme burglary. 

Found hv .Norman on its way along a wire from one of 
Sir Hastings Trevor’s barges to a derelict watermill on Sir 

Hastings Trevor’^ property! ^ 

” Not a had night’s haul.” drawled the Gay Desperado, his 
cigarette tilted at on ansle which spelt danger. ” I wonder 
what Sweet William would say if he could see this little lot/ 
But I wonder a liell of a lot more what the oppo^^ition is 
thinking at this moment!” 

Norman Concpie^t was a happy man. too. when he went to 
sleep that night. A third happy man was the wbim-^ical Mr. 
Living- tone, who unexpectedly found himself as free as the 

^”^\nd in Clacton-on-Sea a tiny, pixie-faced girl lay in bed 
with dry eyes and a fighting tilt to her chin. 

CHAPTER NINE 


The Battle of Hastings 

The sun was shining, birds were twittering, and an early 
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lawn mower was purring, as Norman Conquest strolled 
elegantly down the picturesque old staircase of the Red Lion. 
It was true that he had to contort his higli. wide and hand- 
some figure somewhat in order to negotiate the peculiarities 
of the Staircase, but in spite of tliese disadvantages he con- 
tinued to look elegant. 

Humming gaily, he entered the mellow old cofIi;e room, 
with its oak rafters and chintz-curtained casement windows. 
There was a tantalizing waft of hoi coffee and grilling ham 
in the atmosphere of the hall, and the additional tang of 
shag tobacco befouling the coffee room was no iniprovcim nt. 
The source of this minor gas attack wa^- a shabby and wiry 
little man w-ith a sun-tanned and twisted leathery face, who 
sat on the wide window *eat. 

Morning, guv’nor! ” he said eagerly, jumping to his feet 
like a jack-in-the-l)o.N. “ I’ve been waiting here since <dght 
o’clock. You don’t mind, do you. sir? I told the landlord 
you wouldn’t mind, hut he didn’t want to let me in at first.” 

That s the trouble with those landlords — n«) iniaoination ” 
drawled Norman Conquest, as he took the little man’s hand 
and gave it a firm grip. “ So they >prung you. did they’ ” 
i>prung me. sir? ” 

“A term of American origin, which a man of your inno- 
cence won d scarcely understand.” explained Norman. “When 
did they dig you out of the deepest dungeon? ” 

Norman sat down on the window seat, lighleil a clcarctte 
and pressed one on his shabby friend. 

I’ve only just lit my pipe again, sir.” 

firml you’ve got to take the cigarette.” said Norman 

bSfast-noT” ^ 

The whimsical little tramp thrust his pipe into his pocket 
and again rejected the cigarette ‘ 

huskl Air'i"* voice 

husky All I 'vant to do is to thank von for what ynvi’vc 

ocked up for a murder he never committed— and he knows 
A ? J evidence against him— he feds kind 
’7 "otlflenly set loose. The police tell me 

thank ^ I’'’'* 

Skip It, Mandeville.” murmured the Gay De<nerado 
wi^ feh-Iooking maid was eomin- into the room 

Norm! cheeks were more than usually fludied 

words, but he did not encourage her. He merely ordered a 
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M-cmui breakfast and passed his o.vn to the surprised tramp. 

.No Iikel>. Sir. said Livingslone, almost shocked “ Tm 
n(^t a hit hungry 

-‘All the same, you're going to gel outside of this break- 
an<l I m going to watch you d.. it." insisted Norman 
t..ompH-t. A man who has been in the jug, even if it’s 
only for two or three days, knows how to appreciate a tzood 
nua . Not tliat the kitchen hands of this bliglited inn can 
teach you anything about cooking.” 

H W 

e was well aware that Great Bardlow was seethin-' with 
excitement from the cITeets of the d.mble-barrclled blast^hich 
bad hit the village this morning. The highly respectable and 
seholarlv .Mr. Sangley. secretary to Sir Hastings Trevor, of 
the Hall, had committe<l suicide when police officers had 
gone to arrest liim for Roper’s murder! There wa> ample 
proof that he was the killer and that he had deliln-ratcly 
faked the evidence against the unfortunate tramp. 

‘‘It was you who saved me. sir.” insisted the little man, 
his eyes fixed on Norman Conquest witli a kind <d doglike 
d<‘votion. ‘‘ I don’t forget h(*w you came into my cell after 

you had fooled the inspector, and how ” 

Didn’t I tell you to skip it? ” interrupted Norman, glanc- 
ing up from tile morning jiaper. and idly turning a page. 

” ^’oii liaven’t eaten a thing.” 

I — I was wondering, sir ... I mean ...” 

^ ou mean you were wondering. So wliat? ” 

I can’t figure liow you did it. sir.” said the tramp huskily. 

‘‘ Tlie police knew I’d quarrelled with Sergeant Roper, and 
tiiey found hltxid-tains on my clothing and a big blinlgeon 
in the ditch near my camp.” 

‘‘ And it turns out that the blighter who did the* murky 
deed was one of the Knoh^ — or near-Knohs.” nodded Norman. 

‘‘ But that’s the way it goes, old lad. You can never tell. 

Tiiere are otlier surprising tilings ” 

He broke off abruptly, and he stared at a picture in tlie 
newspaper with a dancing imp of mischief in his quartz-gray 
eyes and a lilting chuckle on his lips. lie deftly tore out 
the repr(»duced photograph, folded it. and tucked it into his 
wai'tcoat pocket. 

“ If anybody ever tells you. pal. that there’s no such thing 
as luck, ilon’t you believe a word of it.” said Norman blithely. 

” Two days ago Mr. Underwood B. Adams, the American 
millii>naire. landed at Southampton, complete with his super- 
si-vcnty Packard, and he’s staying at the Dorchester. And 
what do you call that but luck? ” 

” ^’ou mean, you know the gentleman, sir? ” 

“ Never saw him in mv life. Never even heard of him 
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before.” 

But I don’t see 
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“ Not now. friend, hut later t.n you will,” drawled Norman 
Conquest as he lay hack on the cushion^ of the window seat 
and half closed his eye«. ” I wonder, Mandeville, if you 
ever heard of the Battle of Hastings? ” 

The little man stared, as well he might. 

VVhy. yes. sir. ^although my history’s a hit rusty these 

ten-sixty, something 

when VS ilham the Conqueror invaded England.” 

Fine! .•\nd who won this little mill? ” 

I Wasn’t it the Normans, sir? ” 

The Normans it was, and if I remember rightly, they put 
?) ■ " I Harold and Ids huscarls. to Ly 

Ki h nl nun of the Fyrd.” said Norman, 

“Well, sir ” 

“ Pin your ears back and listen-because you're coin- to 
V's, sir. No names.” 

Nnrrll^ mention, en passant, that my owm name is 

domain I'igl'Iv respected squire of 

nerturMl lo Trevar.^' continued the im- 

eye d n'’*\ of one 

M <'onnect. Brother Mandy? ” 

ahnni ^ '"hat you’re talkinc 

ahniit— hogging your p^ardon. sir ” ^ mikmg 

lou will.” promised Norman smoothly ” An,t 

grace; a maiden of «uch ^ -i/ beauty and 

eyed attractivene*^. thar^n 'v>Bowuness and blue- 

Prescc In.a word\'‘to;t,Tw:t^^^^^ 

momem." Hr'ey«Tere of “ 

l>t t: atd"'fer ”air"or;pf ith"to',::d^ 

coptihly. Norman-s firm youZ ,'X“ed atlrbegaTTo 
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lo-k Ilii.ifi like £1 rhunk of pink granite. Then he relaxed 
ami opened hi> eyes again. 

*■ Iiirliuled in the menage of thi- haron-hloke there was 
ai~o a certain scrihe or secretary,” pursued Norman, slipping 
anoiliiT smoke hetween his lips and tilting it at a rakish 
angle. “ .Now. this scribe was a pestilential blighter, who 
wa'iied his iiands in the air and had other obnoxious habits, 
hor rea-ons of their own. these two blokes, the baron and 
his Secretary. ph>tted to get rid of a local sheriff or sergeant, 
wlio had i»eromo a darned siglit too inquisitive. Thus, it was 
arrang'*d that the scribe should do the dirty deed, striking 
the siieriff down with a blunt instrument, and the baron 
should find the body lying on the turnpike hard by the baronial 
hall. So that no suspicion should be cast upon themselves, 
they splashed gore on the Iiabit of a stranger who was sleep- 
ing peacefully in his tent — a stranger w’ho, by chance, hap- 
pened to be travelling in the land.” 


Maiuleville Living-tone’s eyes had been getting rounder 
and rounder during this surprising recital; and now Ids wind- 
harden<'d. learluTV face was creased into a living question 
mark. Ifi.s wits were as nimble as his limbs were wiry, and 
he need<‘d only a mediocre imagination to know that Norman 
Con(picst was accusing Sir Hastings Trevor of being involved 
in the brutal murder of Sergeant Roper. The little tramp 
had stopped eating and his jaw was slightly unhitched. 

“ Now. there happened to he a second stranger in the land 
— a goixllv knight-errant who strolled into the scenario in 

an off-hand manner and saw the maiden of rare beauty 

already mentioned in our first spasm.’ continued Norman. 
“ It did not take tlie far-seeing knight long to twig that the 

dam-el was in a considerable spot of distress. It is well 

kno^i. Rrothcr Mandy. that knight-errants have no other 
purpose in life than that of assisting distressed maidens. So 
this laddie rallies round like hell and. by means of his own 
inimitaMe prowess, he (lips up clues and things which satisfy 
the local constabulary that the stranger in the land is inno- 
cent. and that the scribe is the bloke who ought to do a 
«pot of dangling. So off they bu/z to the baronial hall, only 
to find that the scrihe has made a large and ugly hole in his 
forehead. Jhereby defeating the ends of justice.’’^ 

“ Cord love us. giiv’nor. you don’t mean 

“ Wait, pal! ” said Norman gently. “ I.et me finish. Ihis 
knieht-errant knows jolly well that the hold, had baron is 
just as guilty as the aforesaid scribe — who may. or may not. 
have made a hole in himself. The knight-errant also knows 
that the damsel is still in distress, and he makes up his mind 
to linger '•eeretly In the land and do a bit more rallying. 
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For this lad is of a dcei)!> auspicious nalure and has an 
inkling th.at at the back of the murder there is a racket, to 
say nothing of vast quantities of hoodie.” 

” You can’t mean what you’re saying, guv’nor.” panted 
Livingstone, half frightened. ” They told me at the police 
station that it was a man named Sangley who killed Roper, 
but it’s impossible to believe that Sir Hastings Trevor 
was " 


‘‘Tut-tut!” broke in Norman languidly. “Didn’t I make 
it quite clear that lliis is a fairy tale? ” 

“ I know, sir, but ” 

“ Then let n\e finish, and don’t keep luitling in.” said 
Norman severely. “Now I’ve lost the thread. Wliere was I? 
Ah. yes! I was telling you about the knight-errant. He 
comes to the conclusion that the local hostelry, where he is 
staying, might become a hot spot, so lie decides to shift. 
He does shift, and he takes with him the stranger in tlie land 
who has escaped the gallows by a short head, and who has 
just been released from durance vile. The kniglit-crrant 
engages this clieery little bloke as his personal servant lie- 
cause the fellow is passing good at cooking, especially over 
a camp fire. ...” 

This time the tramp would not he denied. Ho had leapt 
to his feet, his eyes full of wild excitement, and he clutched 
at Norman Conquest’s arm. 

“ Don’t go talking in that funny way no longer, sir.” he 
begged. “You’re offering me a job. ain’t you?” 

Norman sat up and looked at the little man with mild 
interest. 


“Now. you know’. .Mandcville. that’s not a bad idea!” he 
said, as though it had never occurred to him. “ But what do 
you want with a job? I thought you revelled in the great 
open spaces? The sunshine and the show’crs by dav. and the 
^tles and the spiders and the gnats by night? ” 

‘I’d make a good servant, sir— Tonest I would.” said the 
tramp earnestly. “If it wasn’t for you. I’d still be in the 
cells, w-ilh a murder charge hanging over my head. I’m not 
so fond of the road as all tliat ” 


“ Better think carefully, laddie, 
he the same thing as sitting on a 
“ I’m not afraid of bombs! ” 
Norman Conquest looked 
was a t^vinkle in his 


Working for me is apt to 
bomb.” 


eves. 


said Livingstone stoutly, 
at the man critically and there 
, , . , He had thought very carefully 

before coramg downstairs; he had been certain that his tramp 
friend would be waiting for him. to thank him. And the 

whicr^i^rl future 

which included a handyman. Whom could he trust more 
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than Livingstone, whose life he had probably saved? The 
bttle tram)) was fairly oo/ing with honesty and gratitude. 
INiirnuin Iiad liked him from the first, 

“ Allowing for your contempt of bombs, there are other 
considerations said the young man who was sometimes 
knoun as 1066 1 m not respectable, Mandoville. Ask 

ouret Wnham. AlenMon my name to him and he’ll 
an earful of j^ordid exploits ” 

‘‘ I don’t rare, guv’nor.” interrupted the other defiantly. 

Besid(‘,s you’re only kidding.” 

“ I’m not kirlding. my friend, when I tell you that from 
noAv onwards tlie fun and frolics are going to get red hot. 
and that -undry septic blighters are liable to bump me off 
— or try to,” said Norman deliberately. “ If you like to 
attach your-i'lf to me as odd man at a salary of five rpiid a 
week, with food and lodging found, we ran r*all it a deal.” 

The tramp’s jaw nearly bumped on the floor. 

“ Five quid, guv’nor! ” he ga-pod inen'duloiisly. 

“ A eoiiple of (juid for your work, and three quid for the 
dangers attached to the job.” answered Norman. ” All fixed, 
eh? I rliink 1 hear tlie fairy footstep'^ of the serving wench. 
They must have had a hit of trouble killing the pig and 
curing the ham! ” 

While lie was eating, the tramp with the strange name sat 
on the edge of his chair, watching him nervously, with a 
semi-dnzed look in his eyes. He could not yet quite believe 
that he wa> really free; and O'- for this job wliich Norman 
had ofTered liim in such a curious way, tlie very fhoiiglit of 
it left liim mentally liiudaeoned. 

The meal over. Norman rose briskly to his feel. 

“ And now. serf, we depart,” he said. ” You’ll find my 
suitcase at the bottom of tlie stairs. Glue yourself onto it 
and w’aif for me outside.” 

Yessir! ” said Living-tone breathlessly. 

When Norman strolled out into the sunshine a few minutes 
later, after settling his !)ill. he found the ex-tramp gazing up 
into tlie blue of the heavens and watching the evolutions of a 
fast fighter plane whirh looked — and •^ounfled — ra’her like an 
angrv hornet. Norman was suhconsrioii-ly aware that he iiad 
heard the plane for a quite a while. It had cvi<lently been 
cir<*Iing the village of Great Bardlow and giving the populace 
a free display of aen>hatics. 

“ And so.” said Norman Conquest. ” to London.” 

He ivavi-d a hand towards the broa<l village street and they 
startejl ',valkin£r. Livingstone gathered the impression that 
tliey were tf» ^valk all the way: hut Norman’s de-tinatinn was 
the village garage, some little way down tlie street, where his 


MISS DYNAMITE 


71 


rakish Hispaiio roadster Avas housed. 

“ itliout Avishing to be carping or critical. Brother Mandy, 
I rather think you can do AA-ith a f-liave and a brush-up,'’ 
observed Norman as they Avalked. But thut’ll do Avhen Ave 
get to London. You can also do Avilh a new outfit of clothes, 
and I knoAv just the spot Avlicre they can fit vou out Avith 
tAvo of everything in next to no lime.” 

Livingstone started to make some n-ply. but his voice Avas 
almost droAvned in the screaming roar of the lone flier’s plane 
as It came straight down over the village street in a terrify- 
ing poAver dive. Norman Conquest had not given a thought 
to the plane, hut now he halted in the road and stared up 
/hr shading his eye- with a supple hand. 

Ihe fellows as crazy as a coot! ” he muttered. 

He only just see the plane against the sun. It 

seemed to be diAung straight doAAn at him, and other people 

crass-edged pavement^ and 

“ My GodV''^’ dadiing to their doors. 

The words zipped out of Norman’s teeth like flashes of 
elec.rmiiy.^ There Avas something so ominou^. so sini-ter. in 
the planes poAver dive that the Desperado’s sixth sense 
usually one of his he«t pals. Avhi-pered an urgent messag/ 

knew knowing Avhy L 

kncAv. that death Avas at his elhow. ^ 

Zurrrrrrrrrrh! 

gun n ““‘n machine, 

feet ahead!^ 

Bullets! Puff< of death! 

/ 

. o 




V 

\ 


CH. AFTER TEN 


The Fun Continues 


72 


MISS D Y .N A M I T E 


the ground. They both went sprawling in the dust and rolled 
over and over behind the concrete telephone booth, which 
was the only modern note in that rustic setting. 

With a perfectly devilish thunder of noise, the plane flat- 
tened out wlien it was only eighty feet from the road, and the 
glasswork of the telephone booth was shattered into frag- 
ments. With engine .-ending out a yelling scream of power, 
the little plane went zooming like a rocket into the sky. And 
the ground, wliicli Norman Conquest and Livingstone had 
occupied a bare two seconds earlier, was scored witli ugly 
pocknjarks. Dust still drifted in the sunshine. 

“Well, well, well! ” drawled Norman Conquest, as he sat 
up and stared into the sky at the fast disappearing plane. 
“What a pilot! I’ll het he’s seen service on the Spanish 
li.ittlefields! It’s not the first time he’s machine gunned a 
mail — -not by a jugful! ” 

He noted that the plane was a superspeed single-seater, of 
the interceptor fighter type, black all over, with no regulation 
identification marks. It was tearing off into the sky at a 
-peed of anything between three hundred and four liundred 
miles an hour. .Mmo-t in a moment it had ber<une a mere 
speck, and the sound of its engine was dwindling into a 

rhvthrnic throb. , t • • 

“ Cord love us. guv’nor. what happened? gasped Living- 
stone. blinking and rubbing his shoulder. 

“ Nothing happened, brother — at least, nothing much, 
replied Norman. “ Didn’t I tell you that the vicinity of the 
Red Lion might become scorching hot? Do you still want 

to take the job? ” . . , .1 . 

“ More than ever, .-ir.” replied the little man 

“if you had made any other answer, henchman. I should 

have been disappointed.” said Norman, dusting himself down 

“Sorry I nearly dislocated your shoulder, hut I thought you 
would prefer that to an assortment of bullets in your vitals. 

He knew, without an atom of real proof, that ihc niurder 
plane had been sent by the opposition. Sir Hastings Trevor 
was afraid that Norman knew too much. Hence the <*»eimon 
of the lone flier, who had apparent^ been cirelin^t ‘;ver Great 
Rardlow until he spotted hi- intended victim. He 
known that Norman would emerge sooner or later from 

Red Lion. And it was impossible *,,13 

attack with the wealthy squire of Bardlow Hall. By this 
time the plane was hurtling like a meteor to its secret base. 

probably somewhere on the Continent. 

Tl.e organization was even bigger than the Gay Desperado 
had imagined— and he knew that^ it was hia. The only re 
action from this thought was a 


I IL 1^1^. > 

blaze of hell-for-leather fire 
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in Norman Conquest’s eyes, such as might enter those of an 
o]d war horse at the sound of the bugle. 

“ Hey! What the hell ” 

Norman turned. Chief Inspector Williams was among 
those present. 

'Morning. Bill,” greeted Normiin genially. “ Lovely 
morning! Lxeept for the little shower wc- ju'^t had ” 

” Why the devil you weren’t killed is more than I can 
imagine.” interrupted the usually calm and placid Scotland 
Yard man. ‘‘ I’ve never .seen anyluKlv move «•() (luickly in all 
my life.” 

” I only moved n)(»re quickly on one occasion.” said 

Norman reminiscently. ‘‘ I was in Peru at tlic time and ” 

Damn Pern! ’ exploded Mr. Williani', his apple cheeks 
red ^vith excitement and shiny with perspiration. ” Do you 
know that lliat blasted fool might have killed a dozen people? 
You’re a piildic menace. Conquest!” 

“ If you’re going to blame me ” 

” I blame you because you attract trouble like bad meat 
attracts blowflies ” 

“Hard words. Bill!” sighed Norman. ” I’ve been called 
many nasty things in my lime, but I rather draw the line at 
bad meat.” 

By this time Inspector Marshall had arrived on the scene 
to say nothing of half the population of Great Bardlow. 
Norman coolly caught Williams by the arm and drew him out 
ot^the crush followed by the awed gaze of the throng. 

If you think I have the faintest idea who engineered the 
little game of five minutes ago. Sweet William, you’re riuht 
off the rails. But you needn’t worry. I’m clearing out of the- 
^1 age this morning. I like a rest cure in the country ac 
wen as anybody, but now that Livingstone is out of' tho 

“What’s he doinc with you*^ ” 

“ V ’’ ^P'aincd Norman hlandiv. 

>1 '>'« inspector, turning and givinc 

the shabby tramp a hard stare. “Listen, my man! Yon 

on! I’d rather be 


dont seem to know what you’re taking u,i: i 

active volcano than to Conquest’” 

No reason why I shouldn’t have the ioh if T ,«««. • 

r ” Livingstone defiantly. “ If it wasn’t 

“p” 

gruffl"^” deel:"- if^aLirr^Ie' t'^I-han^The' ”':;biecT '“‘j 
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the more Odinforlable. I know damned well that your interest 
in this (ii>iriet wasn’t confined to helping Livingstone.” 

Your trouble. Bill, is that you’ve got an imagination,” 
drawled Norman. ‘‘ No coppt-r sh(>uld have an imagination. 
It puts ideas into his head. Vi'hat makes you think I can 
have any interest in a neck of the woods like this? I’m off 
to London at once, taking Popeye with me.” 

The insj)(‘i-tor’s look nearly bored holes through him. Mr. 
Williams himself was returning to London later on in the 
morning, after he had cleared uj) a few details with the 
coroner. And when Norman Conquest glibly said that he 
was leaving tlie district, Mr. Williams knew enough about 
him to suspect that he was planning to do nothing of the 
sort. 

Before In* ef)n]d make any comment, however, Norman gave 
him a cheery \\’ave and was gone. For some moments the 
little ex-tramp was silent, and then he gave voice. 

“ A’oii’r«* a cool card, guv’nor. and no mistake.” he ejacu 
lated. “ I’m still feeling shaky all over. Not with frighU 
or anything like that. Just the shock. I -uppose. I mean, 
them bullets sfialtering on the road, right in front of us ” 

” After you’ve been with me for a hit. slave, you’ll get so 
used to shocks tliat you’ll hear a close resemblance to an 
Egyptian mummy — always provi<ling. of course, that you live 
that long,” said Norman comfortingly. “ Admittedly the 
neighbourhood is poisonous, but when we come hack tonight 
we shall he well prepareil for any brand of trouble that 

happens along.” , , - i . a 

They reached the garage, and a couple of minutes later the 

silver-gray Hispano .Suiza was purring out of the village. 
Norman was not deceived by »he balmy sunshine and the 
tranquil surrnundinqs. But ho had liltle fear that the opp^ast- 
tion wo.dd openly attack him. The risks were too great. That 
ondauglU from the sky had been safe hccause the perpe rator 
of it could not be identified. And it was not hkcly to 

^^Thev^were onlv half a mile out of the village when they 
saw a neat little two-seater gliding down the n.ad K'JYifn 
them A girl sat at the wheel— a fair-haired, blue-eyed sl^ 
of a Girl in a deiiGlitfuI summery frock. HaBess. IT" 
blonde hair was fioaling in the breeze and 
spun gold. She waved as she recognized Norman and appli 

her brakes. 

“The damsel in distre-s. 
shyly. 


sir 


? ” whispered Livingstone > 


" And ob bov what a damsel! ” nodded Norman. 

Ii occaMoned bun some surprise to feel his heart thumping 


MISS DYNAMITE 


75 




against his ribs as he pulled up. The very .siglit oi Primrose 
Trevor did things to him. Queer things. .She \va~ tlie only 
person in the 'world who lia»l <‘ver rullled his calm serenity, 

“ Wa^ there a crash? ” u>kcd Primrose hreaililessly. 

“ You mean that plane? No.” 

“ From the Hall it looked exactly as tli«)ugh the machine 
had dived straight down into the village.” said the girl. 
“ Father said he heard it /.oom up again. Imi we couldn’t see 
anything because of the tree.«.” 

" It was only some ass playing games.” 


“You moan — somebody trying to kill you?” whimpered 
Primrose, lier frightened eyc> looking appealingly into his. 
” Oh. why do you deceive me? ” Hit glanc<! caught Norman’s 
suitcases and she gave a little cry. ” Y«>u’rc not going away. 


are you? ” 


It was almost a vt»h of d' ^pair, and the girl did not seem 
to mind the presence of Livingstone. The very knowledge 
that Norman was going away appeared to roh her of all 
restraint. 


” If you can keep a secret, sweet lady. I’ll whisper that 
this journey is only a blind/^ said Norman Conquest swiftly. 

4 " You’ll he seeing me again soon — and that’s a l)roIni^e.” 

Her eyes were liquid pools of gratitude. 

“ Tliank you!” she breathed, and drove on. 

But^ she did not drive far. She slowed to a crawl after 
rounding the first bend, and over the hedee lops she saw 
Norman’s Hispano speeding away. With “expert skill the 

® gateway and then returned to Bardlow 
Hall. The fine old country house had never looked more 
charming than it did on this sunny morning. The stately 
trees were full of fresh green leaves, and tlic well-kept 
flower beds blamed with colour. The lawns, on one of wliich 
a green-aproned man was at work with a nn>ior mower, were 
just silky carpets of freshness. 

Jumping nimbly out of the two-seater on the terrace. Prim- 
rose ran indoors and met her father just inside the spacious 

lounge hall. There was an inquiring, anxious light in Sir 
naslingj^ Trevor s eyes. 

” Well? ” 


‘•You were right. Dad,” said the girl lanchingly. “Ml 
this excitement over nothing. It was only some ass doing 
.tunts over the village. There wasn’t a crash at all.” 

• T., disappointed.” said Sir Hastings dryly. 

They went into the library, a perfect picture of a wealthy 

former pretty daughter. But a startling trans- 

soundproof door. As though an invisible and terrible wand 
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liad Ikcii ujvi'ti, l’riinro>e Trevor seemed to gain inches on 
)uT lirigiit. and Ihi appealingly beautiful face became hard 
and cruel and vicious: the soflnes? of lier eyes faded away 
until they Merc raging pools of fury. 

" Thai fool of a .Marietz bungled the >vhole thing! ” she 
>aid. lier voire Iom’ and devilish. 

But how do you knt)w? You haven’t had time ” 

How ilo I know?” snapped the girl. ‘‘The first man 
1 nieel on the road is Contiuesl himself! 

‘-.My God!” 

” Unharmed — unscratched — and not a word from him about 
tlie machine gunning! ” continued Primrose, her breasts rising 
and falling with tlie boiling rage within her. “ I could have 
killed him a- he sat there! ” 

” You don't tliink he — suspects? ” 

“ He su>pecl^ you. just as he suspected Sangley.” said the 
<»irl swiftly. ” We’ve got to thank Conquest f«)r all this 
Troulde. Left alone, the police would have built up their 
case agaiii-t the trump and hanged him— just as we planned. 

“ It was a mistake to kill Roper — , , , 

Sir Hastings broke off as the basilisk glare of his daughter s 

eyes chilled his blood. , , ■ . n • i 

‘‘Roper had discovered too much, and had to go, said 
Primrose Trevor deliberately. “ Our method of dealing with 
him was perfectly satisfactory. The one factor which upset 
,11 our calculations was the intervention of this fellow. Con- 
quest. Make no mistake, he’s dangerous-as ‘i^l’Serous as 
hell' Pd rather have the whole of Scotland ^ ard s Big F 
about Bardlow Hall than Norman Conquest Our on 
f lw.m‘ is that he believes in me; he trusts me, he 

[hink" I’m^^a frail and innocent child caught in crime s em 
think. 1 m j j mockery, and a 

.a, fo„. encu.^ 
Si. Ha.i„.s in aia.. 

..11,,? can you be so ^-nre tha, he tru... you? H I.e s 

vb ver as you say i^,^.rrupied 

^ ' lly -' Do , hink I don’, know when 

l>„n,ro.e Trevor coWly^^^^ 

hack, and 


got 


niv man 


ri'ulit. just 


it’s 


the 

better that an 

;>« nossihlc. 

‘ accident snoum uuj'i' , . • 

Lurkily. I telephone. 

.She went to the de-k and Idcn catch and disclosed 

Opening a drawer, she ourhed ^ ‘ .f ..ich 
a narrow cavity containing a telephone 


'r'idenf’^houirhapin^^ •<> him 


receiver 


slimness 


Bu, a .bin, uncannily a,.e„u. 
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ated voice at once answered. Let tlie police have wliat suspi- 
cions they may against the occupants of Bardlow Hall, hut 
they could never tap this phone wire! 

“Listen. Na^h! ” said Primrose, her voice so dilTerent from 
her normal tones that she sounded like another pe-rson. “ Plan 
No. 1 has failed. You’ll he needed. Watch for a silver-gray 
Hispano Suiza, driven by a tall, well-dressed, good-looking 
young man. and accompanied hy a wizened liitle fellow who 
looks like a tramp. This car will be passing Colcliester very 
sliortly. Follow it. and when you get near London — act. 
Plan No. 2 must not fail! 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 

The Mate of the “Nancy Lee” 

Colchester is a charming enough little town, hut Norman 
Conquest saw little of it as he sailed serenely along the by- 
pass road to Lextlen. Certainly, he took no particular notice 
of the shabby old Renault saloon which was parked in such 
a position that the by-pass exit was in full view, and which 
followed behind the Hispano as the latter joined up with the 
main London road. 

If Norman had not been in a particularly exuberant mood, 
he might have missed seeing the Renault altogether. It was 
morning; the sun was shining, and there were plenty of cars 
on the road. The usually alert “ 1066 “ was quite satisfied 
in his own mind that the opposition would not do anything 
foolish or drastic in full daylight. The poor chump was 
lounging behind the wheel of the Hispano. thinking of Prim- 
rose Trevor. What the girl had told her father about hook- 
ing was the real McCoy. Norman Conquest, the young ad- 
venturer who had often boasted that he could instinctively 
smell a crook at a mile range, had detected only a sweet 
fragrance in Primrose’s presence; a fragrance which liad 
gassed him more or le'^s into a condition of semi-imbecile 
complacency. Which only proves that man. in spite of his 
cockeyed assumption of superiority, is just a hunk of jellified 
putty in the hands of a clever woman. Admittedly. Norman 
had knocked about the world so much that he was better 
able to judge bis fellow humans than an average man; but 
a woman like Primrose Trevor was a new one on him. No 
doubt Lucrezia Borgia’s boy friends had made saps of the'm- 
selves in just the same way. When a girl possesses a face 
like an angel and a soul like a gallon of nitroglycerine, men 
are apt to turn into goofs — and. later, into corpses. 



78 


MISS DYNAMITE 


But uo mubt not fort;et Norman Conquest s exuberant mood 
lor this was the core, the hub, of tlie situation. Norman 
ua- in no particular hurry, and in sucli cirrunistances he was 
peiuTully a law-abiding motorist. But something in the morn- 
iiig air look hold of him, and the knowledge that he had 
^peed under the toe of his right fool proved irre-istible. He 
saw a -'trai.L.ht, long stretch of empty road and he grinned. 

“ Hold your eyebrows. Brother .Mandy.” he murmured. 

Mandeville living-tone preferred to hold the side> of the 
door, and In- did ihi- with lioih ham!-. Tlie powerful Hi.-pano 
-urged forward like a smldenly unleashed greyhound, and 
the ^vay in which the speetlometer needle rocketed from forty 
to -ev«'nty wa- ximething that had to be seen to be believed. 

“fiord!” said Mandeville IJvingslone. 

“Like it?” laughed Norman. 

“ No, guv’nor. I’m blowed if I do! ” 

“ It’ll gro w on you in time and ” 

.As .Norman was -peaking he glanced quite automatically 
into the roar mirror; and somehow he lost the thread of his 
remark. The yeasty feeling was (juickly succeeded by a 
return of bis more customary razor-edged alertness. Yet he 
saw nothing much in the rear mirror to occasion this change. 
A sliabby-looking. maroon-coloured saloon was on the road, 
several liutidred yards behind. 

The whole point w’as — it shouldn't have hecn there! 

Before indulging in the burst of speed, and while noting 
that the road ahead was empty, Norman had casually glanced 
into the rear mirror and had scon the other car, which he 
recognized as a vintage Renault. But now he was doing over 
seventy mile^ an hour and the Renault was still all present 


and correct! ,, , r 

“Ftinny!” said Norman Conquest softly. In fact, Man- 

devillc. damned funny!” 

The ex-tramp, failing to understand the remark, made no 
answer. He was. in fact, ga/ing glassily at the rear of a 
six-wheol lorrv which they were about to overtake. There 
was other traffic on the n.ad imw and Mandeville was worn 
derlne just how deep the ditch was. and whether he would 

fall- into it. or sail right over the top. , , „ 

But he med not have worried. Norman had se«‘n the lorry, 
and the Hi-pano’s brakes were in firsl-raie condition. 1 he 
di//v speed rapidly decreased, and the silver-gray car was 
trav. Min" verv sedatclv as it overlook the truck and then con- 
rime ! on its wav. When Norman glarire.l into the rear 
mirre- it^ain. the' old Renault wa. still in view 

A mile or two farther on. after pas-.ng throiigli Witham. 
he r, pe.-ited the performance. He was sure that the Renault 
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was tailing him, but he had to be doubly sure. Up went the 
speed, soaring again into the seventies, and after hurtling 
like a meteor round a bend Norman braked suddenly, nearly 
causing the unfortunate Livingstone to take a header through 
the windscreen. Norman did not look round, but he kept 
one eye glued to the rear mirror. Sure enough, the Renault 
came blinding round the bend, its tires only touching tlie 
road in places, and it amused the Gay Desperado to see the 
old car’s antics as the d'S-er trod on the brake In order to 
save himself from overtaking. 

" Well, now we know,” drawled Norman contentedly. 

His hell-fordeather smile was of the old fighting brand. 
He knew just what lie had to do. 

Quite possilily, Popeye. you are wondering why we’ve 
been having these games.” he continued. “ I’ll tell you. 
Don t look round, but some little way behind us there is an 
ancient twelve-horse Renault saloon. When we go fast, the 
Renauh goes fast. When we go slow, the Renault goes slow. 
Very fishy. Mandcvillo — and very "‘Ugj^cstive.’^ 

“ You mean, we’re being follorcd. sir? ” asked tlic little 
man hoarsely. 

Just that.” nodded Norman. And greatly as I respect 
rrench engineering, I know darned well that no twelve-horse 
Renault engine could do what this old hus has been doing, 
ohes packing about a hundred horses under that bonnet of 
hers, or I’m an ‘L’ driver.” 

» u V ?”'’’nor.” said LivingMone. ” you nre an 

ell driver! 

A little way farther on there was a quiet, leafy side lane. 

and INorman unexpectedly turned down It. It was so narrow 

that no two cars could pass, and Norman took chances as be 

sped along at over forty. Twin lights of wicked mischief 

sparkled m his eyes as he noted that the Renault was still 
on the job. 

J^nmething to think about.” 

chuckled the Desperado. ”Good! The road’s getting wider. 
Hold everything. Brother Mandy! ” 

sa^wlv open 
gate^say which unexpectedly revealed itself. With a bare 

snaked tl^^ough and then 

To III Renault came surging along 

to ^ shoot past like a brownish red blur. 

middJ”''m'"”" "Vm "PP®*>^'on begins to sag badly in the 

wide cirri Norman, as he sent his car round in a 

e circle and shot out into the road again. ” If they think 

•hey can catch me with these hoary old'stnnts, they mus? be 
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living in tlie dim ages of the pasl.” 

Me tr.Ml on III.* accelerator pedal, and .Mandeville Living- 
>»one‘- hair uhat there was of it— rose straight on end and 
ui^e(«<l at the ti[K a- tin* liispano rocked and roared down 

ihe n.ji'i'iw road. 

■■ (.lad Were liaving this little hinge.” bawled iXorinan, 
ahe\e the rii-li of the wind. “You’!] liave to gel used to 
this -<irl of thing sooner or later, serf! ” 

lie >oninl4-<l tlie ideclrie horn with devastating efTect. The 
old IJiiianlt 'ulooti wa* right alicad and going fairly slowly 
-ill-’ diiver evidently nonphj*-sed. He pulled over jerkily 
.uid Xornian Coiujiie-t sh(*t pa'-t. But the Hispaiio’s brakes 
were alr<‘ady being apjilied. and tlie silver-gray monster ended 
up Itroail'ide aero-s the road, blocking it completely. 

And what.” a^ked Norman Conquest, “ is tin; big idea? ” 
Idle driver of the Renault, who had pulled up ahrutly in 
order to avoid a colli.-ion. blinked. He liad not seen Norman 
got out »if the liriving seat or run across. It .seemed to liim 
liuit the lithe, immaculate figure had materialized out of the 
thin air. Hi- driving door was open, and Norman was lean- 
ing against it ami lighting a cigarette. 

I — don’t — know— what you mean.” said the man jerikly. 
He wa*. a roughish-looking customer, and Norman could 
sec lliat ids hairy wrists, as hi- hands rested on the driving 
wheel, were tattooed. His nose, probably the pride of his 
mother during eldldhood. was nobody’s pride now, having 
been hrokiMi in several places. Evidently a man who liked 
hi« Saturday nisltt field. 

“ I gathereil. friend.” said Norman politely, “ that you were 
anxious to <»verlak<* me. Well, here I am. What can I do 
ffir you? Or was it your intention to do for me? ” 

“Sou damned young fool!” hlustereil the man. .'Striving 
to »'<'nrcal his eonfu-ion behind a sudden burst of anger. 
“You might have kilb-d me! Shoving yonr car across the 
road like that! I don’t know what the hell you re talking 

about ! ” 1 I • I • 

“ Not good enough, palsy-walsy.” said Norman, shaking his 

head- and insinuating a hand against tlie others armpit. 
“\^hat i- this na-ly bulge? An old war wound. 

like a «^nake, liis hand was inside the mans jacket befor 
},< could even guers wlial wa« happening. And a split secom 
later Norman Conquest was inspecting a beautiful new aiit 

inatie pistol. , , , »» 

lw. „lv.f,ve quid of anybody 5 “ 

Norman, slipping the weapon into liis pocket. 

can talk, like- ^Oli. so you’d rather not talk? You want 

tn fiffhr? Tliat suits me too! 
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The man had suddenly lashed out with a clenched fist at 
Norman’s face, but the face wasn’t there. The next moment 
the man literally niing himself at Norman, and they went 
reeling across the sunlit lane, locke'd in one another’s arms. 
The man \va> frantic with panic f<*r he could clearly see that 
“Plan No. 2” u.is halfway on its journey west. 

“I’m ratlier particular about those whom I fielil,” said 
.Norman Conquest gaily, as he gave his body a lithe tw’ist 
and freed him«elf from the ndu r’s grip. “ ^o^ides. I’m in 
a hurry.” 

Crash ! 

It was rather a pity tliat Tommy Farr was nt)f on the spot 
to witness the pile-driving right which Norman drove into lii< 

would have admired it. The man 
did not utter a sound: he ju>i ’«lnit tliroucli the air with the 
greatest of ease and lamh’d in the hedge, playing <lead vcr\ 
successfully. 

“Gord!” said Mandevllle I-iving-tone. awed., 

“We can’t he bothered with small fry like this.” >aid 
Norman, as he deftly went through tlie unconscious man’' 
pockets. “What have we here?” He turned (»ver a w.illet. 
a grubby letter, and a few other prizes. “ A second ofl'n cr’s 
certificate. So our friend’s name is Edward Nu'h. and he’s 
the mate of the good ship Xnney Lee — in other words, a 
motor barge. That’s what it .<iays on this — A motor 

T danced wdth sudden umler^iamling. 

bhall I tell you what. Brother Mandy? I’ll hel you the 

^ A'nnrv Lee Is one 

of Sir Hastings Trevor’s occan-aoing barges, eniia^ed in car- 
rying wheat to his up-river flour mills! Wheat, did I sav’ 
I wonder! ” 


He looked at the grubby letter. It carried no address. !)ut 
It j)ore the previous day’s dale and was signed "Flossie.” 

It seems that Romeo has been gettina into trouble with 
nis girl friend, remarked Norman, as his eyes danced over 

j Mandeville: ‘If vou’rc not on 

Board luesday night at ten there’ll he trouble. You needn’t 
think you can dodge me this time. Neil! And if I ever see 

tut-tulted and clicked his tongue. “ I’m afraid vou’re too 

young to hear the rest, Mandeville. It’s rather a wonder the 
paper doesn’t hurst into flame'! ” 

c "" ''»■ i-nvelope: "Mr. E.hvard Nash, 

matla ri" Il wa^ a piece of infor- 

matmn which was likely to be very useful. Noue of the man’s 

Other possessions were of interest— cigarettes, a pipe Hia- 

tobacco, matches, loose change, and so on. 
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Nortnaii replaced everything just as he had found it, with 
the exception of the automatic. Then he strolled across to 
the K enault and lifted the engine cover. 

“ Gather round and look, folks.” grinned Norman. ” Did 
you ever '•ee a prettier picture? ” 

Tlte engine whicli reposed under that shabby cover was a 
six-cy] iiuh'r power unit winch had ohvi()usly been borrowed 
straight from a Ilrfioklands racer — small, compact, but oozing 
with super-charged energy. Norman leaned over and flooded 
the carburettor until the petrol was swilling over the crank- 
case atjd steering unit. Me borrowed a match from Mande- 
ville Living'itcme and wedged tlie carburettor needle >o that 
it continued flooding. 

“ What’s tluit for. guv’n(»r.” a-ked the man. in wonder. 

I flon’t think thi« ear is quite legal, comrade.” replied 
Norman Conqiie-t. with a severe tiole in his voice. ” On that 
licen'^e- -flie one on the windscreen — it distinctly give.s the 
h(»r’^cpow«'r O'- 12.1. .Somehmly has been swindling the 

governnt<'nt out of its ill-gotten revenue, and I think we 
ouglit to do st>mething about it. Like tliis.” 

Ife gave Living-lone a push. =fond back himself, and threw 
a liglited match onto the flofided engine. There was a terrific 
bur'll of flame. accojn[)anied by an ominous roar. Edward 
Na b was at this inonKuit extricating himself from the hedge, 
and 'lie siglit of the flame« acted on liim like a pailful of 
cold water. 

” Hi! ” he yclpi*d. 'faggerin" f{*rward. 

” I’m glad voii’ve come to life, brother: you’ve saved me 
the frt)tihle »)f carrying you to safely.” said Norman, as he 
ran lightly to his Ilispano. ” Thi« ought to hohl you for a 
bit. I strongly object to being followed by disguised racing 


cars. 


V 9 


The fire was increasing with terrific intensity, spreading 
rapidly and sending flames twenty feet into the air. until the 
neighbouring tree branches began to crackle and frizz/le. 
Norman chuckled as he drove away. He glanced hack. Nash, 
after standing as though stricken for some seconds, was run- 
ning madly in the opposite direction as though demons were 

at his heels. 

” Palsy-walsy doesn’t want to he identified as the owner 
of the car if anybody else comes along.” drawled Norman, 
as he -ettled bark coinfortahly in the seat. “ T think we can 

now jog along in a carefree and ” 

His words were interrupted by an ear-splitting explosion. 
He trod on everything and lared round — just in time to see 
fragments of the old Renault descending in a shower over the 
meadows. Rising into the sunlit air was a cloud of curiously 
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blackisli-greeii sraoke. Norman turned and looked at Mande- 
ville Living5.tone and liis ears were ringing. 

“ Shall I tell you something, honcliman? ” 

“ The blooming car exploded, sir! ” 

“ And how! ” agreed Norman, nodcling. “ But I don’t 
think you quite get it. I look«*«| through the car. but as far 
as I could ^ee it was empty. No exploding petrol tank 
would give that little display of fireworks! Hidden somewhere 
on tlie car there was a bond) of sorts! ” 

“ A bub-bomb, guv’nor? ” 

“ Not a bub-homl) — a bomb.” corrected Norman Conquest. 
” And that ))omb. my unshaven Maiuleville, was intended for 
us and especially for me. Just how the dose was going to he 
administered doesn’t matter. It hadn’t harmed anybody except 
a few stray earwigs and an earthworm or two. Didn’t I tell 
you that you might as well become valet to a powder 
magazine? ” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


^ Joy in the Arena 


« 


Sir Hastings Trevor, silting in his library at Bardlow Hall, 
inspected his unevenly burning cigar, cursed, and crushed it 
into an ash tray. 

“For God’s sake. Primrose, don’t fidget like that!” he 
said harshly. ” My nerves can stand so much, but no more! ” 

His daughter treated the remark with the contempt it 
deserved. Sir Hastings was the one who was fidscling; he 
had been fidgeting solidly for an hour. All the trim, grace- 
lul girl was doing was lo sit in one of the big casy-chairs 
and manicure her nails* 

“ By this time. Conquest ought to be in London.” went on 

Trevor, looking at his watch. “Nash should have acted 

before now. Of course, he’s got to reach one of our secret 

control points before he can phone . . . Yes, of course. 

I here s hardly been time. But this damned wait is killin'^ 
me! 


He rose to his feet and paced up and down. Looking at 
the pair, the father and daughter, an onlooker would have 
had no difficulty in recognizing the one who posses^^ed the 
controllmg brain. In this soundproof room, with windows 
through which no outsider could see, it was possible for the 
man and the girl to relax— to throw off their mask of pretence 

mally dignified and aristocratic. His hard, cruel eyes told of 
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till' clevor and cunning brain In-liind them. Very few criminals 
in Knglish hi-tory liad attained the degree of organizing ability 
po^se^scd by tliis ordinarily respectable-looking country 
xpiire. Hut his cleverness, his skill, his bump of crookedness 
were as nothing compared to the powers of his <laughter. 

Ihimrose Trevor was a phenontenon: a woman in fifty mil- 
li<ins; the type of cold-blooded, calculating female criminal 
who occurs only once in a century. Nature had endowed her 
with a brain far cleverer than that of any male criminal of 
the age. and a beauty so devastalingly enchanting that all who 
came in contact with her were held as though by a spell. In 
(;real Bardlow she was loved by all. from the elderly vicar 
and bis good lady down to the gruhhiesl kiddy. It is doubt- 
ful if history could produce a better example of a female 
Jekvll and Hyde. 

“'l don't like it. Primrose.” said her father, almost plam- 
tivclv. ” I'm not sure that you’re wise in acting so drastically. 

I hat plane this morning ” . -n j »- 

“ Any other man hut Conquest %vouId have been killed. 

interrupted the girl composedly. ” The plane cannot possibly 
hr conne. tcd with us. .And if you don't think we need to act 
drastically. Id me remind you of what Conquest has done. 

“ I know— I know.” j 

“He caused the police to suspect Sangley, and Y>hen 

Sangley was in danger of being arrested I had to *^‘001 hirn. 

continued Primrose, turning slightly so ' 

ih.* nail of her little finger in a better Sai^ley 

a valuable man and we can ill afford to lose hirn. 

Conquest so cleverly that he never knew tiie in a 

is-ailanls- we stripped him to the skin, placed him in a 

weighted canvas sack, and dropped him 

river. Yet. within an hour, he was knocking at our Iron 
door, as cool and immaculate as ever. 

"'1 l. he .aW ^hoarsdy. “ How in .he 

he e^ped," .he 

,i,, '-Wha. in.por.an. - r^p'r cm o'l. 

diamon.l. and rul.ie,., .he proceeds of .he Ho e| bnpr 

.l,ich disappeared a. .he we're in dTnScr. 

1 .C drowninn? Ever, nnnu.e ,,e .hough. 

Tha. fool of a Rop.'r praCcolly no.h.ng.^ano 

it advisaide .o kill him. Conqne. - o ^ tilings 

3,..| i,., lucky for us hc-s the k.nd of i„ 

,,i,„.,.|f. We’re the very “f Kop.e^n^^ 

nttacking-'or profi.. Have you g ^333^ Ru.ik 

Morlinvr and to Glanford? Have you lor^ 
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Voegler? Where are they now? And Norman Conquest^ is 
setting to work with us just as he set to work with them! 

She laughed softly, and her father looked at her with a 
sense of wonder which never staled. He had never l)ecn 
afraid of a man in all hi^ life, but he was mortally afraid of 
Primrose. 

“ Thank God, we have one advantage,” continued the girl, 
patting her hair and inspecting her beautiful face in a little 
compact mirror. “ In spile of his cleverness — and. remember, 
he's the cleverest man we’ve ever tackled — he thinks I'm the 
innocent victim of a wicked father. In his eyes. Dad, you re 
the Big Bad Wolf. I’m Little Red Riding Hood." She 
sighed a little wistfully. " I might have had quite a lot of 
fun with Conquest.” 

Something inside the desk began to make a little clicking 
noise, and one of the handsome inkwells glowed with an in- 
termittent orange fire. Primrose crossed quickly to the desk 
and took out the secret telephone. 

"It’s Nash, boss!" came a thin, frantic voice. "He got 
away! ’’ 

" He did — what? ” said the girl ominously. 

"It wasn’t my fault!" bleated Nash. "It’s a wonder I’m 
alive! He knocked me cold and set fire to the car, and the 
bomb exploded and the car’s in a million bits." 

As he babbled out the details of his sorry story, the girl’s 
face set in a cold mask. She did not utter a word of con- 
demnation; she just told Nash to report for his normal duties 
and hung up the receiver. 

Sir Hastings watched her with fear written all over his 
face. He was the one man in the world who knew her moods, 
and her present glacial calmness terrified him. 

" How did Conquest know? " she asked in a whisper. 
" How did he guess? This means that he’s already in 
London, and there’s nothing more we can do — until he comes 
back into the district.” 

" But what if he doesn’t come? " 

" He’ll come,” said the girl, and the laugh she gave was 
like the flickering of hell flames. " He thinks he’s in love 
with me; he’s attracted; he can’t keep a^vay. I shall have to 
kill him with my own hands,” 

A tap sounded on the door. 

“Come!” invited Primrose automatically. 

Then, with a smile, she crossed to the door. This was the 
only soundproof room in the house, and the soft tap had really 
been caused by a small brass knocker on the other side of 
the door. She found the butler on the mat. 

" Well, Dawes? ” 
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“ Tile young person has just come about the parlour maid’s 
position, mis?.” ?aul the butler respectfully. “ You instructed 
me to inform you as soon as she arrived. I have shown her 
into the morning room, miss.” 

“All right: I’ll join her in a minute.” 

The conver-ation was typically that of a butler talking to 
fiis young mi'tr<‘.'?. ^ cl Dawes was no ordinary butler; he. 

of ail tiie indoor servants, was the only one who knew the 
strange se< rt i'« «»f tlie lioiiM-hold. The otiier members of the 
stall — co(*k, scullery maids, housemaids — were just ordinary 
domestics. Piimro>e Trevor herself wa.s a woman, and she 
was ci>ntemi)lnou~ly await: «»f liie weaknesses of her <iwn sex: 
she would have no woman in the house wlm might, by the 
use of her tongue, endanger them all. The Hall servants, 
when they enjoyed tlicir half days and evenings, carried only 
stories of a kindly squire and a generous, lovable daughter. 

We can’t seem to get hold of a good second parlour 
maid.” said Primro?e. as she gave her hair a final pat. “Ann. 
tlie girl who left on .Monday, was clumsy and untidy and 
thoroughly lazy. I haven’t much faith in the Studbury 
Registry Office: that’s why I put the advertisement in the 
local paper. If this new girl h«‘havcs as well as she writes 
she might he suitable.” 

Primrose tripped across the hall with graceful ease. A 
minute ago she had been talking about killing Norman Con- 
quest with her own hand«: now she was employed in the 
extremely innocent task of engaging a new parlour maid! 
She was the breath of fragrant loveliness as she entered the 
morning room. A very small, neatly dressed girl rose from 
tlu‘ edge of a chair on which she had been sitting and looked 
at Primrose with steady eyes. The girl had a bright, alert, 
intelligent little face. 

“ You are Mary Stevens? ” asked Primrose. 

“ Yes, madam.” 

“Well, Mary. I like your looks.” said the mistress of 
Ranllow Hall, giving the girl a smile of such friendliness 
tliat she was immediately at her ea«e. “ I like your letter too. 
If your references are satisfactory I think you might he very 
suitable. Wliere have you been working?” 

“ .At a hoarding lioii-e in Clacton, madam.” said Mary 
Stevens. “ The two ladies who run the place did not want 
to lo-^e me. hut I felt !’<! like a change. I don’t very much 
like ‘•(•aside hoarding hou<cs during the •‘ea^^on. I’m not afraid 
of the w«irk. madam, hut you can’t keep the house running 

fuoperly. no matter what you do.” 

The i-cf*Tcno<“. she presented were excellent. Her home 
had been in Norfolk, hut both her parents were dead and 
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she was anxious to find a place which &he could regard as 
home. 

“ Miss Bloom and Miss Bliss offered to send my trunk on, 
madam, if you desired me to start at once,” said the girl. 
“ The boarding house is on the telephone, and if you would 

care to ring up my late mistress about me ” 

” I don’t think that will be necessary, Mary,” interrupted 
Primrose Trevor, w’ith another of her friendly smiles. “ I 
prefer to rely on my own judgment. You’re engaged. The 
wages will be fifty pounds a year and you will be paid 
monthly. Dawes will show you to your room and you can 
arrange your afternoons off with him. Dawes is the butler.” 

“ Thank you. madam,” said Mary Steven^:. “ Would you 
telephone to Mis^* Bloom for my trtink. or shall I write? ” 

” I’ll phone her at once.” promised Primrose. 

A few minutes later the new parlour maid was on her way 
upstairs, escorted by Dawes; and Primrose Trevor dismissed 
Mary Stevens completely from her mind. Wliirb wa« the 
first great mistake she l>ad ever made. 

For when Mary Stevens found herself alone in her neat 
little bedroom, she placed her hark to the door, and her elfin 
face lost all its “trained servant ” qualities and broke into 

joy. tinged with a kind of granite 
determination. Her dark eyes were shining with a light which 
was strangely reminiscent of Norman Conquest’s battle 
gleam. Indeed, if the word “ battle ” had been written all 
over this girl, it could not have been more apparent. 

Well. Desperado, I m in! ” murmured Joy Everard, her 
little chin tilling. “ I’m right here in the same house as this 
Primrose menace, so you’d heller watch your step! ” 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
Norman Puts Over a Deal 


^ WAS WHILE Norman Conquest was driving through the 
West End to the eminently exclusive tailoring establishment 
of Messrs. Mclsaac and McLevi, Limited, that, for no reason 
at all, a flush of plain, common-or-garden guilt swept over 
nis clear-cut countenance. 

He had thought of Joy Everard. 

It was the first time he had thought of her all day. and it 
♦ was rather significant that this should hit him at the very 
second Joy was standing with her back to her bedroom door 
warning him to watch his step. A psychoanalyst, informed 
of his phenomenon, would have yelled “ telepathy ’Nwithout 
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any ln'«itaiion. and he may have been right. On the other 
iiand. lu- winild probably have been \\Tong to blazes. 

llom -t to-goodness coincidence was a far more likely expla* 
nation than tlie svi”gc«lion that Joy could shove her thoughts 
thioiiyli aboiil Seventy miles of space, including the negotiation 
of <)iiiie a tew hill". After all. it wu' high time that Norman 
should think of Joy Lverard. His thoughts were so full of 
rritnro-e tlial the si<r!ing litile girl who had partnered him 
in inanv a «lejillv danger had been tucked into a corner of 
hi" mind and the door "but on her. 

Noim.in Con(|iie>t '•(inirmed. The driving seat of his 
lli-|)ano wa- perfectly comfortable, but he squirmed never- 
ihi Ho f* It lii>t. When he stole a glance at Mandeville 

I.ivi:ia-toin-. to "cc- if the ex-trantp had noticed anything, he 
wa* [to-iiively furtive. 

‘■Hanin! ” ii.iirniured .N’orinan Conquest. 


• >ir/ ” 


“ Notliing — only damn!” 

Norman’s mood (piickly changed. He felt aggrieved. There 
wa« no carlldv reason why he should feel guilty well, very 
little. He ha<i ju^t remembered that he had kissed Primrose 
Trevor, ami that Joy had seen him doing it. He had fully 
intended to ring her up at her aunts’ hoarding house in 
Clart..n-on.Sca. l»ut he had been so darned busy that he hadn i 
had a minute. A feeble excuse, for he had had lots o 
miniilps. The trouble was. he didn’t know what the devil 
to sav. One can’t just explain to a girl why one was kissing 
another girl. At least one ran. hut it wont help much. It - 
far more likelv to lea.l to grim complications 

B. ll,-,. on tlK- vv!>..l.'. to let it Wow over. Young 
Nor, nan alwav- tl.ouW.t of Joy-wa. the met ^^nstWe gri 
t„. I.arl ovi-r known an.!, as soon a. she l,a,l sot “ver her l.uff. 
-he WMuhl realize that his int,.re.t m Pr.mro.c Trevor was 
purelv platonie-in,lep<l. fatherly. He cnhlly ijtnorccl the 

inm-r voice which rudely «aiH “ nuts. Rmtlipr 

■■ Hohl har,l. env’nor! ” It was the 

Ma.nleville. a.W it broke in on ? "ell 

weleome relief. You ain't going to take me in this 

’’' t,'.', ‘i!’', ’H'n,a,,o had p-illed up fif'” d 

In pirin. eMaWhhment jointly owne, >>V 

Mr M I.evi. Norman Conquest's only ■'••P'y ^ 

of ,he ear. seize the ex-tramp, and propel h.m through the 

o c:;d '' hrea.hed Mandeville. his wizene little 
'^Mr'"M;i-a:rwho came striding forward to meet the new 


MISS D Y N A M I T R 


89 


cusloniers. fell very much like making the -ame remark, liul 
he was far too well brought up to do so. 

^ “Good morning. Mr. Conquest.” he said, averting his ga/e 
from Mandeville Livingstone and repre^^ing a .“light shudder. 
“ Quite a few weeks since we have seen you. sir! ” 

“ Well. fea“l your eyes. Hrotln-r l//y. In- i'u-.- you’ll only 
see me for a couple f)f minutes.” said Norman briskly. 
“ Meet my new valet. Mandeville Livingstone.” 

Mr. Mclsaac rocked on his heels. Mr. Mel.evi, who liad 
now appeared on llie «rene, made strange noises like a Croat 
brigand swearing in Swahili. His one fear was that a r<‘j)re- 
senfative of the Tailor and Culler wtuild barge in before they 
could hustle Mandeville into some inner fastnes'«. 

“Your — valet. Mr. Conquest?” repealed Mr. Mrlsaac, 
achieving the effort of a lifetime and speaking with the 
cultured politeness of a B.B.C. announcer. 

“Yes, treat him exactly as you would treat me,” said 
Norman. “ Only more so. Shave him. haircut hint, rig him 
out in the full regalia of gentleman’s gentlemati. and see that 
he gels two of each. I’ll be back to collc*cl him in about 
an hour.” 

I “ Here, guv’nor! ” begged the ex-tramp, with a pleading liiok 

in his eyes. “ You ain’t going to leave me ” 

“Have no fear, serf.” interrupted Norman kimlly. “ Y<ui 
mustn’t judge the Brothers Mac by their h»oks. .\t heart 
they are gentleness itself, and by tlie time they’re through 
with you. you’ll look so <lifTercnt that you’ll never ludicve 
that at this hour yesterday you were behind bars with a 
murder charge festooned all over you.” 

He waved a cheery hand to the stricken proprifMors. who 
had received this latest piece of information in stunned 
horror, and strode out of the establishment. He was far too 
good a customer for Mr. Mclsaac or Mr. McLevi to deviate 
from his instructions. 

He chuckled as he got bark into his car and drove off. He 
had just glanced at the photograph he had torn from the 
newspaper in the Red Lion coffee room at breakfast time. 
His next slop was at a public telephone booth, and he was 
quickly through to the Dorchester Hotel. 

“Put me through to Mr. Undenvood B. Adams’ suite.” he 
said crisply. There was a pause, a click and another voice 

sounded. “ Mr. Adams? ” asked Norman. “ Listen 

^ Mr. Adams ” 

“Who is speaking?” interrupted the voice. 

My name is Norman Conquest, but I don’t expect you to 
believe It. said Norman. “I have a proposition to put to 
you, Mr. Adams ** 
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‘ I’m >^i.rrv. ?ir. l)ut Mr. Adams cannot see anybody without 
an^_api.oM.fm.;rit.” ,nt in tl.o voice, and the line went dead. 

Oil. no.-' inurnuired Norman Conquest. “ Tiiat’s what 
you tliink ! ” 

O'nte unal)a>lied. he climbed back into his car and drove 
t«> Bay-water— to his uniciue flat “ Underneath The Arches.” 
Kverytliiri': was tidy and orderly as he and Joy bad left it 
bi'fore he lind taken her to her aunts in Clacton. 

Hi- lir-l la-k wa- to unfa-ten his suitcase and take out a 
curioii little metal box and <ipen if. 

“We’re borne, rliildren!” said Norman affectionately. 

He Avas iiaziti” upon some remarkably fine diamonds and 
rubi>s. and the fact that they Averc so hot that they almost 
burneil hi- fiiieer- <iid not prevent him from handling them. 
If .‘<weet \\tli:atn should find tlie proceeds of the Hotel 
.Supreme | robbery in Norman Conquest’s pt)-session. all 
the explaining that Norman rtmld invent would not keep him 
out of pri-on. 

Orflinarily. the daring “lOfifi” wa- not ititercsted in jewels 
— •'•\e»*pt tlie f<-w siin|)lc trifles he had bought for joy Everard 
in a p«-rfi-efly legitimate muiniT. Infle<'(l. he had every in- 
tention of restoring tlie property he noAv handled to its right- 
ful oAvner — hut nr»t yet. iiatever hoodie he made out of 
rlii- adventure— and he fully intended to swell Ids bank 
[•alanre until it had a Idoafed look— Avouhl eome from Sir 
Ha'^finiis Trevor’s edd stocking, or tea cadfly. or Avlicrever it 
Ava- he kept his old age pension. 

.\ big ra<ket wa*; in operation, and it Avas not Norman 
Conf|ue-t’s -ense of justice Avhirh urged him to butt in and 
curn up tlie Avorks. He told himself quite emphatically — and 
ratiier too emiihatically — that the spirit of hr- Cumberland 
fojcfailiers rotild not he denied. In cold, cruel fact, he would 
have di-mis«ed the fence racket as titiAvorthy of his attentions 
hut for a pair of frightened blue eyes. 

In a Avord. Norman Avas making the Greatest Mistake of 
Hi- I ife. and judgment on the poor sap mtist he suspended 
while one remembers that lits earlier activifie- had been -olely 
dictated by his roncern for a cheery little tramp Avho had 
shared hi« rabbit supper witli him. There is a very little 
doubt that Marideville Living-*oiie would have been hooked 
for tlie aalloAvs if Norman liad not rallied round. 

He took the little hlark box. after elo-ina it. to the spacious 
"ara"'' Avh'eh adioin<*d the flat — Avhich Ava®. in fact, simph 
another of the railAvay arches. Tliere Avas a communicating 
door, and tlie saraire arch Ava- divided into tAvo spacious com- 
parlments. one being a heantifnlly equipped lahorato^. 
Norman was no chemist, but he amused himself at odd 
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moments by conduclin" highly dangerous experiments. 

Norman now proceeded to do throe things. He turned a 
chromium-plated tap ^Yhich presumably controlled the garage 
water supply: he opened the metal door of a cupboard to 
its widest extent, clicking it securely onto a little catch; 
and he romeved a big glass jar from one of the shelves. 
Then he waited. Water was pouring into a hidden cistern 
and soon the sound died away. .At onc<‘. a section of the 
glazed wall slid back, revealing the massively strong door 
of a safe. 

Norman grinned, twiddled the knob of the combination 
lock, and pulled the safe door open. He ^va.« rather pleased 
wth his ingenious secret device. Until those three innocent 
actions w’ere performed, the safe remained hidden: the rising 
of the ball cock in the cistern completed an electrical circuit, 
and tins circuit could not be completed unless the cupboard 

door was fixed on its catch, ami unless the glass jar was 
removed from its place. 

Having stowed away the gem^. he closed the safe and 
reversed the other proceedings. In a few moments, the glazed 
section of the wall <lld back into its original place. Norman 
had done something else while at the safe: he had taken out 
a bloated roll of perfectly good bank note«. and he >tufTed 
these into his pocket with a smile. 

^ equally quick change, he 

hU rl-li Minshine perfectly groomed from 

lus rakishly tilled hat to his gleaming shoes. He drove 
straight to the Dorchester Hotel .and took liN car into the 
nce«®^* Dorchester on more than one 

was T'liheT'd all. Norman 

same as a n"' T’^'^s^nality was practically the 

woT,W L 4Te„ 

Norman, with a cheery wave of his 
see’ Wlmt ha^rr ^Lt is this we 

the obtcTb?? ''■^'^^‘’ver. 


u 


I like it,” said Norman softly. 


<)2 
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■■ ^ it. -ir? ” 

“ Ininu’ii'cly/’ 

Norman ^trollrd rouiul the magtjificcnt ^hiiiy black Packard 
and trailer wliich <i\varfed every other veliicle in sight. The 
Parkar*! itself wa^ tlie biggest automobile Norman had ever 
seen, bill the trailer was a sight for sore eyes. It was an 
ininietise >treamlined caravan, with a line of porthole windows 
and two doors — one at the side and one at the back — which 
might liave been fitted to any strong room and no questions 
asked. 

“ Thev sav 


that it’s maile of a special kind of chromium 

one of the attendants, as Norman 

strolled rounrl the caravan. “ It’s so bulletproof that 
Machine-gun bullets, after hitting it. look lie pats 


teel. sir.” remarked 


ff 


of 


blitter.” nodd'eil Norman. ‘‘Yes. I know. Even the glass of 
the windows would slop anything short of a six-inch shell. 
\ niflv job. lirother.” 

“ Ve^. sir. but what’s it for? ” asked the attendant, scratch- 
ing his head. ‘‘ Why should anybody want to go travelling 

over England in a lilooming tank? 

“ The very point I’m going to raise with Mr. Millionaire 

Adams.” murmured Norman dryly. , . 

He went into the hotel, learned the position of Mr. Adams 
..uito and went straiglit up. dispensing with the formality of 
having himself announced. His knock was answered by an 
exeeedinglv English-looking manservant, who. 
pres=c-d bv Norman’s transcendent immaculateness. 
habitual expression of supercilious superiority and became 

vo„ to sec Mr. Adam-.” he said unhappdy. 

^;^s--ir:Ldd''hfr“:x.ro,-'irr=u^: 

• Ids voice trailed away, and he gave a perfect 

h;?x- ■: l;::he"^suhes. 

,”-i'::n:^tdv Mr. ,.“0 

Presence hefore reahr.ng ^ your^ erro 

•I T, ” iai.rihe exceedingly Enalish-lonking manservant, 
,'i:,7,v’'l,rhing“'the'fiverand perLming a feat of legerdema.n 

'1b tlbi'sXeilLm'btr^elbnge o, the snite. 


hie 
Pie into 
“ Such 
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tapped the panel of a door on the far side, and threw the 
door open. 

“ The gentleman, fir.” announced tlie E.E.L.M., who 

• evidently believed in playing for safety. 

Norman was in the room, and the door was closed itcfore 
Mr. Underwood B. Adams had time to look up. 

“Say. listen, stooge! ” said Mr. Adams, picking up a pair 
of horn-rimmed glasses and placing them on his nose, thereby 
improving the look of his face. ” When I toll a guy to be 
here at a certain time, I don’t mean t^n minutes earlier! 
The appointment was for . . . Say. who the hell are you? ” 

Mr, .\dams spoke the last words in a sliarply rising voice, 
and lie accompanied tliem by a sharply rising heave of his 
fat and flal)by body. It was evident that he had been expect- 
ing somebody quite different from Norman Conquest, and the 
sight of tliat smiling young man seemed to occasion him an 
alarm far beyond the proportions of the circumstances. For 
there was nothing whatever in Norman’s appearance to alarm 
a gazelle. 

” I thought I’d drop in,” exclaimed Norman casually, 

” You tliought ! Hey. where’s that fool of a butler? ” 

ejaculated Mr. .Adams, reaching for the hell. “He’s fired! ” 

* “ Calm yourself. Brotlier Adams.” drawled Norman, strol- 
ling to an casy-chair and lazily dropping into it. “ I’m here 
to do you a good turn. It pains me to see a man of your 
importance making a goofy sap of himself.” 

If any word< were calculated to slay Mr, Adams’ pudgy 
finger on its way to the bell push, these words were the goods. 
The millionaire stared at his visitor blankly. 

“ Wassat? ” he jerked. 

Norman Conquest chuckled inwardly. His knowledge of 
Mr. Adams, prior to this interview, had been sketchy, hut 
the man exactly fitted Norman’s mental picture. Mr. Adams 

ricli; he was inordinately fond of tlisplay. 
and he was one of America’s retired beer barons. He was one 
of the few who had filled the old slocking to bursting point 
during the palmy days of prohibition, and who liad had the 
horse sense to quit before becoming entangled in an income 
tax quiz. He had been the czar of what lie considered to be 
a perfectly legitimate business, and he had not allowed him- 
self to be tempted by the protection and snatch rackets which 
many of his colleagues had turned to after the sale of liquor 
had become legal. Hence Mr. Adams was still alive and in 

4 a position to enjoy liis wealth. 

But Mr. Adams, like many another great man. suffered 
from a weakness. Although it was some years since he had’ 
been engaged in active business, he still possessed a racketeer 
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complex. Even in peace-loving England he lived in constant 
U’ar of strong.yrm guys muscling in and shooting him up 
ihe l.ondon newspapers sai.l that Mr. Adams was aiming to 
give England the once over before proceeding to the Conti- 
nent. and it was his evident intention to tour the country in 
ins l)iillet-and-lmmh proof caravan. Which was merely another 
exaiDple \n< fear bug, 

l.isten. feller! ’ said Mr. Adams, glaring at Norman 
Cr.miuest. “ I don’t know who you are. hut no English dude 
IS gonna call me g goofy sap and get away with it! ” 
Norman Conquest slirugged and leisurely slijiped a smoke 
into his smiling mouth. 

If you go riding around the Englisli countryside in that 
fancy wheeled fortress of yours, you’ll not only have English 
dudes calling you a goofy sap. hut English hicks as well,” 
he observed smoothly. ” You’ll start a laugh that will shake 
this little island like an earthquake.” 

‘‘Geez! No kidding?” said Mr. .'Vdams. as he subsided 
limply hack into his chair. 

” kidding!” replied Norman firmly. 

He liad struck the right note with a firm wallop. A man 
of the ex-beer baron’s temperament was more susceptible to 
ridicule than anything else. The idea of people laughing at 
him sent cold shivers down his spine. 

“ You don’t know what you’re letting yourself in for,” con- 
tinin’d Norman, seizing his advantage. “ You’ve only got to 
go out rin the English highways with that freak contraption 
and you’ll raise more yells tlian a travelling circus. You’ll 
have the kids running after it and making faces, and when 
you camp at night people will flock round, looking for tlie 
pay box. and asking when the performance is going to start.” 

Sir. .Adams’ heavy, flahhy face looked as though it had 
been hit bv a tornado. 


4 < 


14 


A'a rlon’t sav! ” he muttered hoarsely. 


But that’s just what I do say! ” insisted Norman, rising 
to hi.s full height and gazing witli kindly pity on the million- 
aire. ” Li ten. Mr. Adams, my name’s Conquest, and I’m 
here to take voiir Packard anti caravan off your hands. I ve 
got a creat respect for America, and I hate to see a man of 
your pr*»minence spattering the St.irs and Stripes with rasp- 
berries. Name your price and I’ll buy the covered wagon 
for spot cash.” 

Mr. Adams did not reply for some moments, as he was 
having a little trouble with hi«: thvroid cartilage. Adams 
apple^to you. He only succeeded in giving voice after he 
had pu'-hed his eyeballs liack into their sockets. 

“ A’nu’ll do — what?” he gurgled. 
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“ Money,” said Norman crisply, ” talks.” He placed a fat 
roll of £50 Bank of England notes on the desk in front of 
I^fr. Adams strained eyes, “lliis little lot is yelling to you 
to the melody of ten thousand pounds. Or in real money — 
fifty grand.” 

‘‘You're cra 2 y! I paid 'ixly grand ” 

So what ^ hat is it now? Junk! ” Norman Conquest 
waved a contemptuous hand. ” Anybody el>e wouldn’t offer 
you a nickel. Get wise to yourself. Big Sliol. Haven’t you 
seen ihe newspapers? They’re razzing you already— and they 
haven t even seen tJie pantechnicon.” 

\eah, but I kinda like that travelling bunk house,” pro- 
tested the ex-racketeer. 

. Adams! I’m doing you a good turn,” con- 

tinued Norman briskly. “I’m willing to pav a fancy price 
tor your automobile and caravan because I'm a bit nutty 
Maybe you 11 say you don’t know who I am? Thal’^ ea«y ” 
He the telephone. “Maybe you think this money is 

phoney? Well, I’ll soon . . . Hallo! Desk? Send the 
manager right up to Mr. Adams' suite, and tell him to hustle ” 
He put tlie receiver hack and went straight on talking “ A 

ToX f'T Adams, can’t make a laughing 

Hell! >a don’t think ” ^ 

it.” Norman inter- 

riipled scarcely giving the unfortunate man a chance to get 

IZ'/ >■"» “'t teal dope.” He 

eve h" ‘ “7 '''t. Adams squardy in the 

Mr Hod ''I’M Walter Winehell wonid say? ” 

Mr. Underwood B. Adams wilted. He may. or may not 
have cared a hoot what Walter Winchell was’ likely to «ay' 

im tTTind‘’7'r‘ ' '*’'"1"’’'^ Ptrsonalitv was enveloping 
h m no eh, ^ bra.n.paralyring aura. And Norman ^ve 

oi i, and sT" d T '< ''<■ did <-ome®ou' 

started thinking, the whole transaction might blow 

and 'Z “"<> took litlie strides 

ntanage^. and he :trt‘'s:'r'p^7ser; s’: N^^mrn' 

Adamr- ’Ir' tfid Norman cordially 

of tt Itdel^'wSfe"’ ;t„'nr"picteT^'’ 

gerly as though it might burn iZ and e^an^hed"’!:"'”' 

Why, of course, Mr. Conquest, the ntoneT is good.” 
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“ Don’t tell me.” said Norman. “ Tell him.” 

Tlie assiviant manager told Mr. Adams plenty. One might 
have gathered from his remarks that Norman, on account of 
his first name, was related to the Governor of the Bank of 
England himself. He agreed with Norman, and agreed 
heartily, that Mr. Atlams would make a laughing stock of 
himself if lie went round the country in his bulletproof home 
on wheel'. The ex-beer baron, already disconcerted and 
fhi-ieriMl. began to sweat. 

\\ bile be was sweatiiisi. and while his brain was still miss- 
iiig on five cylinders, he appended his signature to a stamped 
ri-ceipt ^\•hicb Norman deftly placed in front of him. Almost 
witlioiit knowing it. he produced the registration hook and 
insurance papers of his car and surrendered them. It is 
(loiiluftd if any other man could have put the deal over with 
>m li slick '•inoothness as that displayed by Norman Conquest. 
The Packard and trailer had been his practically from the 
moment he entered the room. .\nd there was no swindle about 
it. lie was paying a liigli price and bis money wa' koslier. 

It was not until Mr. Underwood B. Adams was alone again 
that he regained consciousno'^s and realized that his beloved 
gan">ter-proof caravan was no longer his property. He pro- 
ceeded to put up a beef which rocked the Dorchester to its 
foundations — hut it was too late. He bad signed on the 
dolterl line; be had accepted good money, and his auto and 
trailer bad gone anyway. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


The £10.000 Mayfair Robbery 

It was not the gladdest day of all the glad new year for 
.Mc<sr- Mclsaac and McLevi. either. Having got over the 
‘shock of .Mandcvillc Livingstone’s trampish and 
condition, and l.aving conve rted the little man ^ 

and effirient-looking valet, they received another 
a vast monstro-ity on wheels, all shiny black. 

ri-lit outsi.le ibeir main entrance, thereby exc uding most 

of the daylight from the premises. To make things ^ 

a hill crow<l began to collect. , , 

** All *^01 '' a‘=iked Norman Conquest, as he breezed 

” You “again, sir? ” said Mr. Mclsaac with a groan. 

” I seem to detect a note of distress m your voice, Izzy, 

«aid Norman kindly. “Is something wrong. „ 

That— er— capacious vehicle outside the 
Oh that? Well, perhaps you re right. I don t think 
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conslaliulary arc exactly crazy about it, and I shall get 
pinched lor obstruction if I’m not slippy. Produce Brotlier 
Mandy and I’ll be on my way.” 

Mr. Mclsaac not only produced Brother Mandy, but Mr. 
McLevi also produced a bill. It was a large bill, and Living- 
stone who wa< surrounded by a bevy of assistants, all carry- 
ing parcels, rocked on his heels when he saw the number 
of crisp bank notes which changed hands. A minute later 
Norman Cojujuest was outside again, with his new handyman 
sitting beside him in the front seat of the Packard. The 
numerous parcels were >hoi into tlic rear; the doors were 

slammed, and the whole outfit was on its way before a police- 

man had had time to gel through the crowd. 

All that money, sir! ” faltered Mandevilie Livingstone, 
recovertng the use of his voice about five miles later. ” Cord 
love us! And this swell clobber! I ain’t worth it, guv’nor! ” 
A matter of opinion, Mandevilie. If Pm going to have a 
manservant, he’s got to be dressed respectably.” Norman 
glanced round at the caravan, which was trailing with delight- 
ful smoothness. “ When we get to a less congested area, 

we ll stop at a grocery store and get stocked up with food 

V you to our new home.” 

Bhmey. You ain’t half a caution, guv’nor! ” said the 

one-time tramp huskily. “This swell outfit must have cost 
you thousands. 

”0 ‘'c, «acl,” replied Norman gaily. " Bui 

And^ somebody el.e will pay or her in the end, so what the 
and'l Sim’;,; had m 'hav™' her.'’ “ ■" "" 

Romford area when 

ahofL^'^ife Lt:' 

was dehlvV" J"!" enormous caravan 

s. r f 

- 

plate. Aim a lommy gun at 'thf chrome-nickel armour 
bounce off like peas.” ® the bullets will 

4 
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“Gore!!” siiid Mandeville Livingstone. 

“The petrol tank is shielded by tough sheets of chrome- 
nickel alloy steel, and even the hub caps are protected so that 
the bearings can’t get damaged,” continued Norman enthusi- 
astically. “ The same kind of armour plates are fitted behind 
the swanky-looking radiator, and every bit of glass is just as 
bulletproof as the body. In fact, my dear Popeye — and that 
name suits you splendidly right this minute — if a bomb fell 
right on the top of this car. it would merely shake it and 
cause a dent or two! ” 

He produced a key. unlocked one of the doors of the 
caravan, and they passed inside. It was easy to understand 
that the whole outfit had cost over ten thousand pounds. The 
interior of the caravan w’as divided into a living room, two 
separate sleeping compartments and a kitchen. There was 
even a shower. Throughout, the decorations were ornate — 
a trifle too ornate for Norman Conquest’s tastes — and there 
was every conceivable luxury fitting. A more comfortable 
home for two people — or even three — would have been 
difficult to find. And the caravan was just as bulletproof 
and bombproof and gasproof as the car. 

“ You can trv vour skill on the electric stove and rustle 
up a meal.” .^aid Norman, as he drew in a lungful of sweet 
country air. “ Did you ever see a more peaceful spot, 
brother? Birds twittering, bees fooling about among the wild 
flowers. worm« wriggling out of their holes ’ 

“ You ain’t fooling me. gtiv’nor.” interrupted Livingstone, 
looking at his young employer out of bright, eager eyes. 
“ We’re right back where we started from this morning, 
within a nTile of Great Bardlow. and it seems to me there 
ain’t a more dangerous place in the whole of England. And 
you don’t come back quiet-like, but in this blooming contrap- 
tion. and in broad daylight too.” 

“ Nice work. Brother Mandy.” approved Norman, grin- 
ning. “ You catch on quickly. The whole idea is to give 
the opposition a touch of the jitters. T was never one tor 
hole-and-corner work. When I fight. I fight in the open. But 
a* I should hate to become a victim of night starvation. 1 
thought it advisable to invest in a brand of .sleeping chamber 
that’s practically dirty-work proof. In this caravan, jaddie. 
• can enjoy our nine hours in safety and comfort. 

The little man soon conjured up an excellent meal, for 
something of a magician with a frying pan. Wh e 
he talked; Livingstone was to unpack the 


we 


was 
Norman 


ate. 


groceries 


and store them away; he was to obtain a 
of fresh milk and farm eggs, but he was to be back belore 

dark. 
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“ Nothing is likely to happen to you wliile the sun shines,” 
said Norman. “ But after dark, so they say, the powers of 
evil are abroad — and you can take it from me, Mandeville, 
that the powers of evil in this jjarticular quarter of the 
world are double-distilled. 1 can’t say when I shall be 
back ” 

” Back, sir? Are you going somewhere? ” 

” And how] ” said Norman Conquest softly. 

Ten minutes later he was off. He unhitched the caravan 
from the magnificent shiny Packhard, and went roaring back 
to London in a happy mood. The precautions he was taking 
might be unnecessary, but it was just as well to be on the 
safe side. 

He had plenty of time. Rotherhithe, down by the Thames, 
w’as his real objective. He had not forgotten his meeting 
with the mate of the !\'<mcy Lee. Before proceeding to the 
dingy riverside, however, he made a trip west, to his unique 
railway arch flat. 

There was something he wanted. Or, at leat. he might 
want it. The Boy Scout Movement had nothing on Norman 
Conquest. 

On the outskirts of that vaguely defined district known as 
Mayfair there was a slight diver.'-ion. A powerful saloon car 
came hurtling out of a side street and took the corner on 
two wheels with a blissful disregard of the red lights and the 
puhhc weal. Norman, who was sailing serenely along with 
tjie lull right of way, performed a miracle of acrobatics with 
the wheel of^hts car and avoided a crash by a gnat's eyebrow. 

firolher, said Norman .severely, “you can’t do that 
there ere I 


He entered into the fun with enthusiasm. Nobody was 
going to make near-mincemcai of him and gel away with it 
Out of the corner of bis eye he saw tiiat a police car was' 
n full pursuit of the saloon and. without a second’s hesila- 
uon, Norman swung the big Packard round a street island 
and sandwiched himself in between pursuers and pursued. A 
mornent later he was a part and parcel of the chase. 

in the the saloon was certainly an expert 

n K i shaving inches off each bend and taking corners 
n broadside skids that saved yards. There were two men 
m the car for Norman could sec a face pressed against the 
rear window, and as it became clear that the big Packard 
was not going to be shaken off, the glass of the reL window 
out^^ shattered and something black and round poked 
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It was evident to him that the runaway saloon was follow- 
ing a carefully planned route through the less frequented 
hack streets of the West End. There was never any hesita- 
tion. never a moment of doubt. At a crazy, dangerous speed, 
the saloon hurtled on. And foot by fool, the Packard gained. 
1 he police car had long since dropped behind. 

Pedestrians halted in their tracks and stared in dumbfound- 
ed amazement as the two automobiles went hurtling along, 
if they were film-goers, they were probably reminded of 
scenes of hectic gangster warfare in the streets of Chicago. 
The similiarity was even more striking a few seconds later. 
For as the Packard surged nearer and nearer, a sudden 
wicked rattle of tommy-gun fire burst out. At such close 
range the target was as ea>y to hit as a haystack, and the 
bullets !-pattered over the front of Norman Conquest's car 
like hail. 

“ There’s nothing.” said Norman. ” like giving the old bus 
a thorough test. This binge might have been engineered for 
my especial* benefit.” 

Although his words were lightly spoken, his quartz-gray 
eyes were O'- cohl as ice chips, and his jaw squared itself 
grimly. Every second this crazy chase lasted, he well knew, 
the lives of innocent pedestrian-^ were menaced. His foot des- 
cended firmly on the throttle, and the Packard went forward 
like a tliunderbolt. Norman reached round and pulled out 
an automatic. 


Ziirrrrrrrrh — zurrrrrrrrh ! 

Another burst of machine-gun fire belched from the reu 
of the fleeing saloon. Some of the bullets struck Norman’s 
windscreen with cracks like pi-tol shots— hut nothing hap- 
pened. The Paskard continued to overtake. Norman Con- 
quest thrust a lithe and steady arm throtigh his open driving 

window. 

Crack! Crack! Crack! 

A"ain and again he pulled the trigger. He was aiming 
at the fugitive’s rear tires, and his feet hovered over the 
control of pedals, ready for instant action. The precaution 
was necessary for the speeding saloon suddenly gave a wild, 
awe-inspiring swerve. The near-side rear tire flat and 

tearing itself to ribbons! The car. completely ou of controk 
charged headlong into a street island, spun round like a op 

and overturned. Norman trod 

possible to pull up in time and he shot past 

with a more inch to spare, coming to a stop a few yar 

farther on. ,, • „i,, 

“Nice work. Desperado.” said Norman JPProvmgly. 

As there was nobody else present to compliment him on lus 
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achievement, he did not hcsilale to pul in a good word for 
himself. While he was getting out of his car. however, and 
while a number of bystanders were rushing excitedly to the 
scene, the raucous sound of a jiolicc car came nearer and 
nearer. Norman opened his driving door just in time to see 
the prowl car jerk to a violent stop and vomit two or three 
men in plain clothes. 

“ Bandits? ” drawled Norman, as he strolled across. 

There was a wicked little note in his voice and a hell-for- 
leather twinkle in his eye*-; for he had recognized the foremost 
figure as that of his old friend. Sweet William. The apple- 
cheeked inspector halted dead in his tracks and made sounds 
like a spouting whale. 

‘‘^ou! ” he managed to gurgle at last. 

“Well. well, well! How our paths do cross, Bill!” said 
Norman coolly. “ It’s rather lucky for you I happened to 
be knocking about, or you’d have lost your game. If you’ve 


go^t a sack and a shovel or two. you can arrest them! 

How the 1“'!!— fll right, forget ill’’ Inspector Williams 
spoke thickly. Ill ask you some questions later. Mean- 
while, thanks for your help.’^ 

His subordinates had been examining the wrecked car and 

Its contents. A man now came across and reported 

Two men in the car, sir— Ricky Peters and Walworth Joe 

Theyere both pretty badly cracked up. Nothing else in the 
car*" 


II 


You're 


inspector 

examina- 


“Nothmg else?” almost yelped Mr. Wiliams, 
crazy! There must be something else!’’ 

Norman Conquest wailed interestedly while the 
himself hurried to the overturned car and made an 

nunilter ‘'■'<1 a large 

scene " " '"""''"8 “ «'r,l,.n ro.md the 

Presently. Mr. Williams emerged from tlio oroiin round 
about he wreck, and he pushed his wav almost "roZhIy Tst 

: :"re hef m'.hrrceue Mr"w™W "" 'f 

at any momen " ^ >«'''' «> arack 

;; You don’t look happy. Bill.” murmured Norman 

son,ethi';;\uwee";'L'=rter'"bl:grand^ 

a^.^ppur- ^fZl t !■ - 

a. a robbery? ” 

Oh, no! Nothing much! “ said \T 


‘ A couple of 
A decoy car. 


aid Mr. Williams, in a voice 
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■which suggested that he had swallowed a quart of gall. “ You 
don’t call ten thousand quids’ worth of jewellery a robbery, 
do you? Lady Dalccourt is having forty fits of hysterics, 
but these society women always make a fuss over nothing! ” 
Norman Conquest felt a little quiver of electricity pass up 
and down his spinal column. 

“ Another joh pulled off by the phantom gang, eh? ” he 
murmured. “ They tlon’t let much grass grow under their 
feet, do they. Bill? It’s just one big joh after another, and 
you’re never able to get a smell of the big fellow behind the 
racket.” 

By Conquest, you never spoke a truer word.” growled 
the worried inspector. ” These rats are as clever as hell. 
They spring a new trick w’ith every job. Lady Dalecourt is 
rol)bed in her own flat, while she is dining, and the alarm is 
given at once. I liappen to be cruising round in a squad car 
and see a saloon shooting off and defying the lights. And 
who’s in it? A couple of minor thugs from Soutli London! 
Th<‘ otily thing we can charge ’em with — after they come out 
of hospital — is violation of the traffic regulations! ” 

“ And while you’re blinding after the decoy car, tlie real 
liiief unobtrusively slips away and vanishes into London’s 
miliums.” said Norman Conquest sympathetically. ” It’s a 
tough break. Bill. Maybe we’ll meet again one day. 

liis abrupt termination of the conversation made Inspector 
Williams stare with hard eyes. The Gay Desperado was 
taking lithe stride- towards his Packard, and the inspector 
was at the driving window as Norman settled himself in the 


seat. 

“ Just a minute ” , , 

Nice of you. Bill,” said Norman. “ I take it that you re 

going to clear the way for me? 

“ 1 want to know how you happened to he on the spot, 
retorted Mr. Williams grimly. “Listen, Conquest! I’m not 
making any accusation>. hut it’s damned queer, to say the 
least of it, that you should be so handy! ” 

“ They say that coincidence plays funny tricks— — 

“Blast coincidence!” exploded the usually placid inspec- 
tor. “ Anstey tells me that these pickpockets used a machine 

91 

""" Then you were wrong about that traffic regulation charge, 
interrupted Norman. “ You can festoon a really hot rap on 
the blokes. Blinding away with a machine gun is no trifling 


offence ” 

“Sergeant Anstey also tells 
blinding away at you! ” said 
en''"igh, this car of yours isn t 


me that this machine gun was 
Williams heavily. ” Funnily 
damaged, although the bullets 
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hit you at point-blank range. What kind of a car is it. 
anyway? ” 

“ Bill, you’d be surprised.” laughed Norman. ” You’ll also 
be disappointed when I inform you that I bought it for good 
solid money from an American millionaire this morning.” 

And, without giving the inspector any further clmnce to 
question him, he sent the Packard gliding forward with 
raucously-sounding horn. Tlje police cordon made an open- 
ing for him without hesitation; and in less than a minute 
he was speeding away from tlie scene. That electric feeling 
was still surging up and down his vertebra?, and in his eyes 

unholy light of joyous understanding. 

Next stop. Rotherhithc! ” he chortled gleefully “If 
Lady Dalecourt’s jewels aren’t bound for the good ship Nancy 
Le€y then I m Sanders of the River! 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


The Sign of 1006 

Norman Conquest seemed to have a strange idea of gelling 
to Kotherhithe, for he made straight for Bayswater. But he 
considered that the brief detour was well wortii while. 

His visit to “Underneath the Arches” was so hurried that 
the Packard was away again in less than three minutes. In 
that short lime Norman had donned a shabby mackintosh 
and a slouch hat, to say nothing of old and dirty shoes. Even 

sallow and grubby. And in one of his pockets be carried 
the thing he had originally intended fetching. 

drove swiftly tliroiigli the West End streets, he 
coml t^LorJ ■T'ocliinations of fate. He had 

S^nton's^Wharf r ^ ■I""'’"*" prowling around 

t he should La 

quests see'^ets” f One of Norman Con- 

^ Now nncT f ‘Iroroughness. 

«ow. unexpectedly, he had a vivid and concrete renson 

bin a? S'"""-"/* ’"'■'orf. He knew, with a hunch as 
big as a mountain, that one of Sir Hastings Trevor’s wheat 

Whii!,"* "'o® moored alongside Swinton’s Wharf 

Ete ’.‘V,;’ JC;" “■ 

Tolley S^^rett-thr-ch'at Z’h 

less LL7:d-:n'“d''’c„t,?ntd''“t.!!i';^ evening w„e or 

^r^r^atca 
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to liollu'rliitiu* and tiu* river. 

It was in)t ail ideal <li'triet for parking a large and expen- 
sive aiitoiiioliile. Norman got out of tlie ear in the busiest 
part of ilie main -Irei-t. ivliere the lights were brightest. He 
loiked the ignition and (he doors and coolly strolled away, 
lie miglit he siiininon ed for obstruction, but there wasn’t 
the shghie-i tear of anybody playing monkey tricks with 
the bill Packard. 

Diving int.) hack alleys and side streets, he eventually 
sloucheti tiown a roughly paved and ill-lighted lane which 
led direetly onto .Swinton’s \\’harf. There was no locked gate 
to har the way. and the dark river, mysterious in a swirling 
half mist, stretched before him. He could only dimly see 
the strug::ling lights on the other side of the river and, except 
for the oeea-lonal mournful hoot of a tug’s siren, all was 


(]uiet. 

Norman sidhil along like a shadow, keeping his hack to a 
warehouse uall. It seemed, at first, that Swinton’s Wharf 
was comiiletely deserteil; hut when lie was able to obtain a 
look at a dilferent angle, he saw tliat a low, squat, motor 
barge was tinl up t.» t!ie dock-ide. Her deck was empty, 
and r>nly her riding lights twinkled eerily through the mist. 

Creeping to a cover of a pile of packing rases and barrels. 
Norman crouched low and prepared himself for a vigil of 
nnceriaiti <hirali»m. He liad lost no time in getting to 
Rothi-rhilhe. except for the brief visit to his flat, and it was 
unlikelv that the eonMct who carried tlie Dalccourt jewels 
wouhl inake the journey by car. The organization l»ehind 
liiese big robberiev was clever: every move was worked out 
so that Tlie whole machine operated wilh clocklike precision. 
The man who actually lifted the jewels had probably pa.'scd 
them on to another within three minule.s of the accomplish- 
ment of llic job: this second man had. just as likely, slipped 
the stuff to .‘^omeliody el-e. 

But Norman was convinced that -ooner or later the boodle 
would find its way to .Swinton’- Wharf. He might have to 
wait half an limir: he might have to wait half the night. He 


wa.s prei)ared for anything. 

Le-is than ten minutes hail elapsed when a sound came 
fr<»m the barge and a streak of light shot upwards through 
the nii.'f from the opened companion hatch. Two men ap- 
pearetl. one tall and thin, and the other broad and 

“Hope ibi- iiiiM ain’t goin’ to get any worse. Ned. said 
the fir^t man. “ Tide’s ju-l right and we’ve got to be pushing 


off prettv soon.” 

“ W.'ll. I -han’t be long, cap.” replied the other man. as 
lie stepped onto tiie wharf. ” Not more than ten minutes. 
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at llie most. I’ve only got to meet ” 

“ I know wlio you’ve got to meet,” inlerjected the thin 
man sharply. “ \ou talk a sight too much, Ned, Don’t go 
wastin’ time on any of them gals, neither.” 

Norman Conquest smiled contentedly. He luni ea^^ily recog- 
nized the voice of his old ac(|uainlancc. Mr. Edward Nash, 
the mate of the Nancy Lee. He wa-- rather surpri'-ed. After 
what had happened in the earlier part of the day. he had 
^thei tlioiight tfiat Mr. Nash would he relievi-d of hi'< duties. 
Perhaps the Dalecotirt joh had been too carefully arranged 
to allow of any last-minute change. 

“So our pal with tiie tattooed arms is on hiv way to meet 

somebody, inured Norman. ” And he won’t he more than 

ten minutes. I think the situation calls h,r a little action.” 

Client y he shetl hi- shahhy mackintosh and hat and dioes 

More like a snake than a human being, he slid across the 

short intervening sj.ace to the edge of the dock: ami a moment 

ater ho h.wer.d him^olf will, out a ripple or a splash into 

the chill an, I unsavoury waKTs of the Thame-. Personal 

discomfort m.-ant nothing to the Desperado when he was out 
on busmess. 

To a man who has dived for pear! oysters in the South 
bea.« and who was as much at home in the wafer as a fish 
lltc brief underwater swim to the ^ide of the moored barge 
was child s play. Searchlights could have hern playing on 

Norman judged his disiance to a foot. Wlicn he ease<I up 
and stretched out an exploring hand, his fingers came in 
contact with cold steel plates. As he felt his way round 
h s memory was busy. He recalled how ho had swum 

?t 1 ^ vcssel-or. for all he knew 

t might have been the self-same craft— in the quiet river 

wthin a mile of Bardlow Hall. He had made tlie ^rn-ational 
discovery, then, that the proceeds of l.ig robberies weV 

?n sTch I"’"’"' "“t carried 

precious parcel, enclosed in a watertiglq."^ hermetical Iv 
the vessel’; ZieVTT i ^ cunningly devised cavity of 
ae iination. the stolen property wa- not openly !ian<IIed Tf 
cable 'm- P the barge’s side, under water,' nC a stee 

o t l.a.rthe loo 

ne notel Supreme robbery m his possession 

usual carT ft%”rd?anJ\r7, f 

deanitely in his memo^ very 

Having risen cautiously to the surface, he listened for a 
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few inomenls. took hearings, and silently inhaled a fresh 
supply of air. Th«‘n he went under again, sliding along 
for s»)me feel, one hand in contact with the vessel. Reaching 
the spot wliore he knew the hidden cavity to exist, he felt 
carefully with his sen'^itive fingers. I3ui he could find no 
trace of a secret sliding door, or a break in tlie smooth plates. 

Rut this ^vas merely a proof that tlie door was well con- 
structed. It never occurred to Norman that he might have 
made a mistake in his calculation.-. He knew, quite posi- 
tively, that he had not. 

Again he rose to the surface and waited. He had used 
up ahout eight minute>. so he knew that his wait would he 
brief. Almost at once, in fact, he heard hurried footsteps 
on the wharf, and then the sound of somebody w’alking on 
the barge’s deck. The muffled voice of the captain came 
from somewhere below. 

“ Okav. cap,” said Nash, in a low tone. 

Norman grinned. He heard the man clatter down the 
companion steps. And Norman Conquest took anothei fill 
of air and slid silently beneath the surface. If Edward 
Nash was carrying what Norman believed he was carrying, it 
was the hottest parcel in London, and the sooner it cou d 
be placed in cold storage, the better. There was not likely 
to be any delay in tliis respect. 

There wasn’t. , 

Norman, some feet under water his ear pressed againj 

the cold steel plates, beard a click almost immcbately. It. 
came from a spot a few inches lower dowm and about a 
foot towards the stern. Proof enough that Norman s calcu 
lan'onrhad been accura.e. He shifted his posa.on and 
li-tPMPd more intently. The sounds were now quite loud. 
He heard a little clang of metal, a shuffle, and then a hard 
ina rlick After that — complete silence. Norman took 
Tnu screw drivt ou. of ids pocket and scratched a rough 

• 1 -ihoiif eicht inches in diameter, over the spot from 
X'h ,t ’on:i itad contc. Then it was tintc to go up 

was now needed, so Ite p.|^-d imle 

,„L than his p-hrows above the snrja„ 

iie enuld itear cinmpjng ™„.or would 

Irf'up anrsiic would pusl. out into 

-His was the. 

thing he Imd ^ pre=Mirc of a button on the 

„.^cSL\‘r’he^d s^nfout a tiny spear of light. It was not 
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capable of travelling far in that murky water, but it was 

sufficient to reveal the rough circle which Norman had 

scratched. He knew that this* particular part of the steel 

plate was actually a part of the secret sliding door. 

Obviously, there were two such doors— an inner and an 

outer. When one was hermetically closed, the other could 

be opened, and vice versa. .\t the nniincnt they were both 
secured. 


M the pressure of another trigger-like button, a curious 

thing happened. Ihere was a sudden splutter and a tiny 

flame of incredible intensity shot out of the norzie. In a 

word, the thing was a miniature high-pressure blow lamp. 

and one that could actually be ignited mulcr water Its 

power was almost unbelievable, as can be judged from the 

fact that Norman accompli.«hed his complete purpose wifh- 

oiii having to rise to the surface again for air. It was true 

that he could hold his breath under water for a perfectly 

fantastic time, but nevertheless he had to put in some snappy 
action. ' ' ^ 


The intense flame bit into the steel with scarcely a sound, 

tliat"if perfectly well 

tha If anybody happened to look overside, directly over this 

would be seen of his activities. But he had 

Lnidin! faintly scratched circle as a 

guiding mark, he directed the flame round. At Ian the cir- 

cle was completed and the disc of steel, already bent out- 

wards and contorted by the heat, went slithering into the 

depths of the river. Sometime before this, howeve^r Norman 

noTinake “^Fo"" that he had mTd^ 

wouTd have jn ^ 'vater 

Jf snffie- « shallow cXby h7e 

reason why .heTsh^Id' 'ImTaTol i, 'If No^f 

r„hen^rpSr 

Then -Sr^hrLf f 
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linguislit'd the llanic. h»‘ rapped hard on the hollow-sounding 
plate. If anyhody should liappen to he in the cabin at the 
moment, tln»e raps would have an interesting and — to 

and 


Norman — a huinor<ins re-iill. 
He slid auav from tl 


still under wafer, uuu a 

moment later he gurgled happily with inward glee; for he 
had felt the <|uick ru'h of water and had, indeed, been 
«lrawn to tin- fime suction. Me heard a dull and ominous 
roar as he swain swiftly away. 

I he thin:: which had ha[)pened was not without its 
liumorous siilc. Na-h, tin* mute, was in the barge’s cabin 
at llic moim-iit. as it liappened. He hearil the raps very 
di'-tinctly, and lie knew just where they were coming from. 
Siartlc<|. evi-n scared. lie ran to the companion and yelled 
for llie captain. 

“ f'an’t < oine down now ” In-L'an the latter. 

“You’ve got to — rpiick!’’ panted Nu'^h. “There’s some- 
thing nroni:! Tor God’s sake, hurrv!” 

His toiif iirouglil the captain tumbling down into tlie cabin 
and. after only a h‘w brief words liad been exchanged, 
tlie captain produced a -mall key and went over to a locker. 
He turned tin? key and the door of the locker opened. Then 
he did sr)niething else. Still keeping the key in the lock, 
he turned it again — an<l started liie great flood. 

That second turn of the key was ingenious; it unlocked 
the secret door in the steel-lined cabin wall. The little door 
flew open and a ^olid spout of Thames water came roaring 
into the cabin. Tlie two men stared in dumbfounded amaze- 
m(?nt for nnuneni. and then sprang as though actuated by 
the same force. 

“ Tiie outer slide’s open!” yelled Na-h frantically. 

It reiiuirei! every ounce of strength the two men possessed 
to force the <loor hack into place; and while they were 
doing this tliey had not failed to see the burned sign " 1066 
on the inner side of the door. But it meant nothing to them 
yel. They were not so well acquainted with Norman 

Conque.?>t! i .1 ^ 

Wlien at last, they trot the door elo>^ed and they heard the 

powerful meehani-m click, the cabin was flooded to a depth 
of ten or iw<-lve inche-. Desperately they searched about m 
the water f<.r they knew that the steel box could no longer 
he in the secret cavitv. But it wasn’t in the cabin either. 

“Gone!” whispered Nash hoarsely. What’ll w'e do. 
Cap? The stufl’s gone! It wasn’t onr ^fault! We locked 

it up in tliere! They can’t blame us 

“Keep vour head, you damned fool! snapped the 
captain. “ No need to get panicky. The outer slide couldn t 
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have opened of its own accord— and, while we were closing 
the door I saw a rough edge of metal. The box was 


did it, pul that 


stolen from (he outside, Ned! And whoever 
mark “ 1066 ” on the inner door! ” 

They stood looking at one another, their faces pale and 
haggard — two badly frightened men. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

DtNNKR AT BaRDLOW MaLL 

Dinner at Bardlow Hail that evening was a ciiecrful, lianpy 
and carefree meal. Sir Hastings Trevor and his charmiii” 
daughter were entertaining a f<*w neighbours; one of tlie 
informal dinners for which tiie Hal! was justly famous The 
guests were four in iiumber-the vicar and his wife and 
daughter, and Colonel Franklyn. of the Mill Farm. Local 
people, and honest souls, who regardc.l Sir Ha^lin»s as a 
fane example of an English county geiitlemun. Priinrosc of 
course, was popular with evoryliody, 

It was a homely picture, full of the placid peace of the 
country, de, as the young hostess presided over the dinner 
table in the long. low-raftered dining room, with the mellow 
evening sunsliinc slrcaming tlirniigl, the l,ig window.. IJawes 
and the new parlour maid were on duty; Dawes was liover- 

eats and 7'" F* '"T‘ manner, dishing out the 

was ke/n/ Ever^rd. now an-wering to the name of Mary, 

Xch wo old a .p.iet efficiency 

Which would have made any Nippy green with enw Priin 

rose was very pleased with this'^Vman, lid^girl who had 
dropped into the ways of the house with such workman-like 
assurance, and who wore her trim uniform so attractive 

recem murder .Tt politics .’lie 

Sr HasMn, Sergeant Roper, and the tithes problem 

oir Hastings was boisterous and hearlv anH Kv lo^-. 

Sangl“ Zt'' prate"l:reuV“ The “"m"" J d''"' 

td Xi tnS’-e iS-^L '-IrSf 

exceeding y snortine nf €;;t- thought it was 

ner so soon af[^e?"L tratdv 

was forgotten, the better^ h hirf ^ that 

for everybody * unpleasant jolt 

FoI'Lr rer„ "h;'Hd'"‘^t 

aeeu no reason beep her othe?" 
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colonel was a free and easy visitor and in the habit of drop- 
ping in at any odd time. It was this carefree “ open house ” 
ho-^pitality which had made Bardlow Hall one of the most 
popular liouses in the county. .Seldom an evening passed 
without sotm hody being invited to dinner, and at week-ends 
there wa~ always a noisy, happy party. 

Inipos>-ii)le to suspect that the master of suclt a house was 
eimageil in one of the higge-t eriminal rackets of a decade! 
Still more grotesque to imagine that the lovely daughter was 
the brains of the crooked organization! 

It wa'i thi-s very openness, this utter lack of anything sec- 
retive. whiiii defmd all possible suspicion. And Joy Everard. 
ohs< rving everything and revealing nothing of her thoughts, 
was ptizzled. She had made many observations during the 
brief time since she had taken up her duties, and in many 
ways site regarded the household as a paradox. 

On the one hand there was the delightful atmosphere of 
friendly old-world hospitality, with the great front door ever 
standing wide open, and Sir Hastings and his daughter busy- 
ing them'^elves over the affairs of estate and household; and 
on the other hand there was the curious phenomenon of the 
soundproof library, and the certainty that Dawes was an old 
lag. Joy made no pretence of being a detective, but since 
her association with Norman Conquest she had learned quite 
a few things about crooks in general. Norman had taught 
her how to pick them out; and her own high standard of 
intelligence did the rest. 

She was certain, after she had been in the house for an 
hour or two, that Dawes was not all that he seemed to be; 
there was something about his eyes which Joy didnt like; 
something about the shape of his head and the curious set 
of his ears too. She was certain that all the other servants 
were bona fide domestics, and pretty dumb at that. 

It was the soundproof library which intrigued Joy more 
than anything else. Any ordinary parlour maid might have 
lived in the house for a year without realizing that there 
was anything unusual about that particular morn; but Joy 



which* such soundproofing can produce. 

Going about her new duties, she had sidrconsciou^y 

observed that the library door. like most o.her ^ 

house, was generally left invitingly open 
on her wav downstairs, she had heard Sir 
Primrose enter the house, talking and laughing. The library 
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<ioor had just closed when Joy turned a bend of the staircase 
— and the voices ceased as though a needle had been removed 
from a gramophone record. When Joy walked past the 
library door, not even the faintest whisper of sound came 
out to licr. 


Later, while pretending to take an interest in a flower 
bed, she had inspected the library windows from the outside; 
and had made the interesting discovery that the design of 
the window frames was such that it was impossible for any- 
body passing along the terrace to see anything inside the 
room. Furthermore, there was a wide ornamental rockery 
just at that portion <»f the terrace, extending well beyond both 
the library windows. There was a very pretty lily pool in 
the middle of the rockery, and a miniature waterfall which 
kept up a continuou*^ splashing and gurgling. 

Small points — but interesting. 

Anybody entering the library, and closing the door, was 
certain that nothing could be seen or heard from either the 
hall or the terrace. And yet everything looked so delight- 
fully innocent! 

Joy had encountered Sir Hastings only twice during the 

day and he had scarcely spoken to her. She rather liked 

h«s looks and his hearty manner; hut on the one occasion 

when he had spoken to her he had looked into her eyes and 

given her shoulder a friendly pat. Some instinct, impossible 

to dehne, warned her against those eyes. Just as Norman 

Conquest had spotted ” Sir Hastings Trevor, so did Joy 

Lverard. Perhaps it was because her very soul was in 
3ninity wuh Norman s. 


She had no doubt as to her feelings regarding Primrose. 
1 he one thing she wanted to do with Primrose was to break 
ler m two, throw lier on the ground, and rub her out with 

‘ told herself, was 

Nnrm» but pure jealousy. She had once seen 

had been sitting on Joy’s sLulder 
ever since, whispering nasty things into her ear 

dinner efficiently about her duties at the 

v^nr f 7 ■mper.onation of the perfect ser- 

ed.lion of Jeeves. Imperturbable is tbc word, Sbe was ius! 
P"' the food-supplyiug machine. 

flicker'ff' .""f "P* observing every 

mcker of expression winch crossed the faces of Sir H-ycr* ^ 

and h.s daughter. She had dismis.sed the gnesT as o n* 

consequence. Even when Colonel Franhryn’^'c'me “lusL"” 



7 


112 


MISS DYNAMITE 


'inu'i'tl sorry to be late. Trevor — my humble apologies 
II. Priniro e — but I was delayed for a bit as I was pass- 


in. full of loud apologies, she sized him up in one brief 
glance. Colonel Franklyn was a gentleman farmer of the 

hor-ey type, and his pleasures were huntin’ and shootin’ and 
fishin’ 

“ D. 

to y<iu. 1 — imi 1 >>a» uciajeu lor a nu as i was pasS' 

ing ilie lliil oods — right on the edge of my properly, 
y’know.” said tiic colonel, as he took his scat at tlie table 
and raii^ a hungry eye over all the eatables within sight. 

Ilfiu inlitr that tramp chap who was arrested for killin’ 
Koper? ” 

lie left the village tiiis morning, didn’t he? ” a'-ked Sir 
Hastings. “ I met .Marshall, and lie told me that the un- 
fortunate fellow had been released ” 


“ ^ es. but he’s back again!” interrupted the colonel, dig- 
ging a deep trench into the hors d'ccuvres which Joy was 
projfering. ” He went off with that young chap who’s lieen 
stayin’ in the village recently. Chap with a funny name. 
Can’t (juite recall it.” 

‘‘ Coiu| nest. I think.” said Sir Hastings. ” He came up 

liere once with that Scotland Yard man ” The host broke 

off and there was an awkward pause. Everybody knew that 
the IkkIv of Sangley. the murderer, had been removed from 
the Hall and taken to the neighbouring to^vn of Sludbury for 
the in(|uest. “ A happy-go-lucky young fellow by what I 
saw of him.” 

“ I liked him! ” said Primrose, with frank enthusiasm. 
” The way he stood up for that poor little tramp and helped 
him was ju.-t splendid! You say the tramp is back, 

Colonel? ” , , 

'■ As large as life, and twice as natural.” said the colonel, 
who wa- addicted to clirhvs. ‘‘Shaven, washed, dressed in 
new togs, and lookin’ like another man. The thing which 
attracted me, though, was tlic marvellous caravan which I 
spotted just inside the Hill \Voo(l>. Gad. what a beauty. 
Must have cost thousands. Everybody in the village is 
talkin’ about it. I under-taml. It seems that this Conquest 
chap brought the caravan here this afternoon Imlnml tlie 
higsost car anybody’s ever seen, and then went off usiam. 

“ More money than sense, apparently.” grunted bir 

*^Tov"saw the quick flash of anxiety which Hickered over the 
host’s face: she saw him glance at his daughter, hut trim- 
ro-^e. serene and cliarining as ever, was looking at the 

colonel. ^ , j 

ileil. “ I’ve often wondered '^nai 


II 


n\v exeitin*: : 


t 


it woiiM be like to 


she 

live 


sm 

in 


a caravan. 
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“ But, dash it, child, this caravun is simply colossal,” said 
the colonel. “ I went up and had a look at it. A saloon like 
the lounge of a millionaire’s private yacht — luxurious sleep- 
ing compartments, kitchen, and every damned thing! The 
car. I understand, is a Packard.” 

“H’m! American!” said Sir Ha‘^tings. with a sniff. “I 
suppose tliat explains the caravan. Trust an American to 
have something bigger liian anybody else has ever possessed! 
But I didin’t know Contjuest was an American.” 

Joy, watching for further signs, saw nothing. Primrose 
e.\pres^ed <inly a <'asua] intere>t in Norman Conquest, and 
either sho ]iad known beforehand that N<»rman had estab- 
lished him-elf in the Hill Woods, or l!ie knowledge was of 
little interest to her. Hard to believe about a girl who had 
allowed lierself to lie kissed, and kissed passionately, by the 
young man only the night before. 

When dinner was over, it was not long before the gentle- 
men followed the ladies into the spacious, old-world draw- 
mg room. It W’as nearly time for the news bulletin, and Sir 
Hy tings was an ardent radio fan. Almost the first thing he 
did. on entering the drawing room was to switch on the in- 
slrumcnl. The news followed shortly afterwards. 

There was one item of quite sensational interest. A darin" 
jetvel robbery had been perpetrated during the eveninc. Lady 
Dalecourts Mayfair flat had been entered and the famous 
society hostess had been robbed of jewels worth over ten 
thousand pounds. The announcer went on to describe an 
exciting race through the West End streets. 

The bandit car would have iindotihicdlv escaped from 
he police pursuers, ’ continued the announcer. “ It appears 
hat a young man in a large and powerful Packard saloon 
took up the chase on his own initiative, and after daring 
the machine-gun bullet, of the fugitives, he succeeded in 
forcing the criminals’ car into a street rcfimc, wliere it 
overturned Two men with serious injuries, wore removed 
to hospital, hut we understand that the missing property was 

Ot decoying he police, and there can be no doubt that this 

robbery is the latest exploit of the daring gang of jewel 

thieves which has been operating with such disquietin- suc- 
cess during the past year.” suc- 

Primrose Trevor took a cigarette out of her ca«e and lit it 
with a rock-steady hand. She was well aware timt 1 er fa her 
had blanched and that he had allowed hi. own ci<^arette to 
^ P through Ins stiffened fingers to the floor. The new. Lm 

Conquest again' Non^ 
her but the daring young adventurer could have been^ sit- 
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ting behind the wheel ol that big Packard! Even Colonel 
Franklyn commented on the coincidence. 

“ Young man in a powerful Packard, eh? ” he said. That’s 
deuced queer! This Conquest fellow is a young man, and 
lie’s got a Packard! Wonder if it could have been him?” 

In tlie servants’ hall, Joy was listening-in with some of 
the other domestics, too. Dawes, at the moment, was pour- 
ing himself a whisky and soda, and his air of casual in- 
terest was obviously forced. At least, it was obvious to Joy, 
who.'C every sense was super acute this evening. At the 
mention of the young man in tlie big Packard, Dawes slopped 
a considerable portion of his wliisky and soda on the door. 

Joy began to readjust her focus. A little twinge of re- 
morse crept up and down her slim body and finally gave a 
little jab at her heart. Perhaps she was only a jealous little 
cat, after all! Norman Conquest’s interest in Primrose might 
not be the afjair d'amour she had supposed. It was signihe- 
ant. to say the least, that Norman should have acquired an 
obviously bulletproof Packard and caravan and brought them 
almost to the doorstep of Bardlow Hall. It was even more 
significant that he should have gone straight back to London 
and butted headlong into a bandit chase. But these signi- 
ficant things paled when Joy recalled the reactions of Sir 
Hastings Trevor. Yes, there was a connecting link some- 
where. If Norman had not been so beastly secretive, there 
might never have been any misunderstanding. 

As Joy walked along the landing, about twenty minutes 
later she tilted her little chin and put her heart, which was 
rapidly warming up, back into cold storage. If Norman 
chose to be such a chump, he deserved everything that was 
coming to him! She wasn’t a bit sorry that she had acted 
on her own initiative. She was gaining some inside dope 

which might come in very useful. . u- 

All the same, that twinge gave another wriggle and hinted 
that she w’as playing it pretty low down by acting in this 

way behind Norman’s back. , , . , cu^ 

A rather strange thing happened at moment. She w^ 

still on the landing and almost out of sight 
the dusk was deepening, and the lights had "O' 
switched on-when she heard a 

violence and she saw Dawes practically ® 

lil.rary. He seemed to remember himself j “j 

wards' and after a qnick look np and down, >>= 
the drawing room. And on the butler s face there was 


very strange and stankd look, Joy silently walked on .o 


very sirange aiiu ^ ^ i j ;i . u^A not 

wards the rear landing and she was glad that she had n 

been seen. 
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“ Beg pardon, Sir Hastings, you are wanted on the phone,” 
said Dawes unemotionally, as he stood in the drawing room 
doorway. 

” Eh? Phone? ” said Sir Hastings, who was talking 
politics with the colonel. ” .All right, Dawes. Excuse me. 
ray dear.” 

As lie and the butler cro-M-il the hall, they said notliing. 
but Dawes gave liis master a quick, intense look. Not a 
word was neces'ary. Sir Hastings entered the library and 
closed the door after him. Dawes went back to his pantry. 

This was no ordinary call, as Trevor well knew. The 
ordinary telephone was intart on liie desk. He sat down, 
opened tlie drawer and spoke softly into the slim mouthpiece 
of tlie secret phone. 

“Well? Who i» it? Trevor Iut«‘.” 

“Captain Shanks, sir.” came the thin, almost ghostly 
voice. “ The Dalecourt stufi has gone.” 

“Gone! W’hat the liell do you mean — gone?” 

“ Everything went exactly according to schedule, sir, and 
Nash contacted Walters at the appointed time. We locked 
the liox in the usual place and prepared to push ofT.” 

“Then how can the parcel be gone?” snapped Sir 
Hastings. “ If you locked it away ” 

‘ A part of the steel plate lias been cut tlirough on the 
outside, sir,” came the liarge skipper’s agitated voice. “ Tlie 
parcel was stolen under water, and the thief left a queer sign 
on the inside door — burned right into the steel. Just four 
numbers, sir — one. nought, six, six.” 

“ One, nought, six six? ” panted Sir Hastings. “ What the 
devil does it matter what the numbers are? You must be 

crazy. Shanks! How could anybody’ ” He broke off and 

made^ sounds like Vesuvius in eruption. “ One. nought, six, 
six!^ he croaked. “ Ten-sixty*six! Conquest’s trade-mark!” 

Sir Hastings fell back limply in the chair, and he could 
not have looked more bludgeoned if somebody had dropped 
a doorstep on his head. The Dalecourt jewels gone — an 
hour or two after the successful execution of the job! And 
Norman Conquest had not only performed this outrageous 
hijacking act. but he had left his visiting card! 

“No! This is too much!” panted Trevor. “It’s im- 
possible! How could he have known ” 

He broke off again, aware that the man at the other end 
of the line was speaking. • 

^. . . alarming, sir,” Captain Shanks was saying. “We 
don’t know where we stand. If the cops should be lipped 
off and the barge examined ” 

“My God. yes!” interrupted Sir Hastings. “You’d 
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. . . Wait a minute! Conquest is not the sort of man to 
tip o(F the police. All the same, you’d better get your bar-'e 

Sl.an'l^ Carry on as usua'i, 

Mianks. Wt ll d,. j„y necessary repairs at this end.” 

bJ.r 1*^ telephone back into its cunning receptacle 

btfort the barge skipper could make any reply. For some 

moments Trevor sat motionless, striving to overcome the feel- 

n? oM.lankeling terror that was beginning to paralyse him. 

He felt the urgent need of advice. He forgot all the care- 

billy arranged rules of the household, as insisted upon by 

rnmrose. and rang the bell. 

After a few moments. Dawes entered. 

Volt rang, sir? ” 

To hell with your Initler’s prattle!” snarled the master 

of the house. ‘Co and tell my daughter that I want her in 
here at once.” 


I ( 


t ( 


Dawes stared. 

“ Js it quite wise, sir ” 

“You heard me!” panted Sir Ha>iings. “Fetch her!” 

He sank hack into his chair as the door closed and wiped 
the streaming sweat from his face. Primrose did not come 
for some minutes and her father, unable to sit still any 
longer, got up out of the chair and paced up and down. 
If \orman Confiuest’s aim had lieen to give the opposition 
an attack of tlie jitters, he had succeeded like nobody’s 
business. 

When Primrose finally came in she looked serenely 
carefrcf* — until she had closed the door. Then her whole 
expression rliangecl. and .she advanced towards her father 
with such menace and fury that he half backed away. One 
w'oiild not have been surprised to "^ee her hair turning into 
snakes. 

“ You fool! ” slie whispered, with mingled contempt and 
rage. “ We have guests in the house and you send 
Dawes ” 

“But listen. Primrose!” panted her father. “Conquest 
has taken the Daleconrt stuff! ” 

This was practically a right to the chin, and Primrose 
rocked. 

“ Taken the Dalecourt stuff? ” she repeated. 

“ Yes. from the barge! He cut a hole in the outer plates, 
which means that he must have been under water.” said Sir 
Hastings rapidly. “ He even burned the sign ‘ 1066 ’ on the 
inner door of the secret compartment. If we don’t kill him. 
Primrose, he’ll ruin us completely.” 

The girl was staring straight ahead of her. 

“ Remember the night we dropped him in a weighted sack 
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to the bottom of the river? ” she whispered. “ Within an 
hour he was walking into our hall, as cool and iinniaeiilate 
as ever. And that night llie Hotel Supreme stufT vani>hcd! ” 

“ God! You mean ” 

“ It fits like a glove,” said Primrose tensely. ” He was 
in the river, and he discovered the secret of the hargi- which 
was lying in the old lock. Today he knocked Nash cold 
and burned Nash’s cur. Som<*how lie must have disc t»vered 
Nash’s connection with Swinton’s Wharf. Tt)night he learn* 

ed of the Mayfair robbery and went to Swinton’s Wharf ” 

The girl’s lip curled. ” He’s not so clever, this C»»n(|uesl. 
He’s .smart, that’s all — smart and slick and as full of energy 
as a dynamo. We’ve got to kill him. ye — but not until he’s 
told us where he’s hidden the two parceU.” 

She moved toward' the door, taking lur father by the .arm. 

“Listen, Dad. you’ve got to pull your>elf together.” she 
said urgently. “The game is dt ad safe wliile we keep to 
the rules. I don’t think any harm has been <lonc tonight, 
but it might he diflereni if there were other people in the 

house. The vicar’s crowd and I'ranklyn are fealherhcads 
anyway.” 

They passed out into the hall. 

“Better think again. Priinros,*! ” breathed Jov Everard. 
as she crouchetl heliind the fire screen whicii filied up the 
unsightly gap of the fire place during the wanner mt>nlhs of 
the year. “ There's In-r-n so much harm done tonight that 
they’ll soon be dusting out a cell for you in Holloway! ” 

Joy had known that flie was taking a hiji c'liance when 
^le slipped into the library during the single moment when 
Dawes had had hi^^ hack turned in the drawing room <loor- 
way. There was. apparently, no place of concealment in 
the room; the book cases and other articles of furniture 
were solid and far too heavy to move. But Jov was linv. 
and she had insinuated her pixie figure into the old-fashioned 
place ^ pulled the screen back into its original 

“So this is the charming little prairie flower that Norman’s 

frirt.'" U-A- 1 s!rh as she deftly emerged 

Wt place and ran to the door. “ Primro'C, my 

loot! Her names Poison Ivy! ” ^ 

*^at the hall was 

empty. Serenely she emerged, and she. was wonderin<» more 
than ever if Norman Conquest was really in love with Prim- 

rI ft,- V- enthusiasm, and his object had been— loot 

By this time he was probably back in the Hill Woods 
Curiously enough, the same thought crossed PHmros; 
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at exactly the same moment. 


ClI A PTFR SEVENTEEN 


Diinv WoKK AT iiiE Old Mill 


\\i LIVE It.xury. Hi..tlier Mandy." observed Norman 
VoiKinpt. 111- dnrd hearlily int<. supper in the softly 
I^htrd -^alonn of ihr l)io caravan. “Fine furnishings, fine 
inrnv line v,|ver and gla>s~and fine smells. Let’s have a 
look what you’ve got under that dish cover.” 

.M-iiuleville Livingstone, with a crinkly grin on his whim- 
-icaJ little face, prepared to remove the glistening dish 
cover. “ 


“ ^o. don’t! Let me guess!” said .Norman. “Why, you 
unprincipled poacher! I believe it’s rabbit! And rabbit 
cooked over a smoky fire, forsooth!” 

If was rabbit and the ex-tramp shuffled. 

“ W ell, you see, guv’nor, I hadn’t much to do, and there's 
rabliits in plenty in these woods,” he explained apologetic- 
ally. “ Knowing how fond you arc of ” 

“Enough!” interrupted Norman gravely. “Eating food 
of this kind is half-brother to a religious rite, and there 
mustn’t he any prattling chatter. Pull your chair up, serf, 
and pile in.” 

“ Me. sir? I hope I know my place! ” said Livingstone 
in a shocked voice. “ Besides, I’ve had my supper. I’m 
your manservant, now, guv’nor, and my place is in the kit- 
chen. I’ve got a nice cup of hot coffee when you’re ready.” 

Norman announced that there was no time like the pre- 
sent. and he was in a very contented mood as he had 
supper. Parking hinis<df on the opposition’s doorstep, so to 
speak, tickled him immensely. Just as well that they should 
know that he was hot on the job. By thi.s time they had 
learned all about tile affair at Swinton’s Wharf, and various 
plans were probably under di.«cussion for his immediate and 
messy exit. 

“ We mustn’t forget, bodyguard, that we live in times of 
stress and peril.” said Norman, as he accepted a second 
cup of steaming hot coffee. “ Certain evilly disposed gen- 
tlemen are likely to get busy at any minute, but a small 
thing like that needn’t bother us. Let them take their pot 
shots: lot them throw their bombs, and we should worry! 

“ GorfI love us. guv’nor. nothing like that can happen in 
a poac<*ful ‘■pot like this, can it? ” asked the man. ‘ I ain t 
scared — not while I’m with you. sir — and maybe it would be 
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a good idea if I was to stay on watch while you get your 
sleep. Just now you called me your bodyguard ” 

“ A mere figure of speech, old lad.” interrupted Norman. 

Take iny advice and get to bed. I can look after myself. 
Tm not turning in just yet; 1 want to smoke a few cigarettes 
and do a spot of thinking.” 

His words had not been entirely facetious. He expected 
trouble during the dark hours of the night, and he meant 
to be ready for any brand that showed up. For an hour 
after Livingstone had gone to bed. he sat in the deep-seated 
lounge chair and smoked. 

Primrose Trevor, a short mile away, was talking into the 
secret telephone, in the library at Bardlow Hall. 

” If there is any slip-up this time, it might mean curtains 
for everybody.” she was saying in a low voice. “ This man 
is as dangerous as a truckload of T.N.T. He thinks he’s 
very clever, planting his bulletproof caravan within .sight of 
the Hall — and I believe I know w’hy he has done it. If I 
am right, this plan of mine will succeed.” 

” I don’t see how it can miss,” said a voice. 

” Every plan can miss.” retorted Primrose curtly. ” The 
finest plan ever devised was never foolproof. Conquest has 
got to die. but you’ve got to make him talk first. Now. have 
you got everything clear? Remember, there mu.st he no 
hint that I m connected with the job. Conquest will prob- 
ably be obstinate, and we may have to keep him alive for 
days.” 

Soon afterwards, when Primrose quietly stole out of a 
side doorway of the Hall, she was still wearing her simple 
evening gown, with the addition of a light wrap. It was a 
few minutes after midnight, and the servants had long since 
gone to bed. and all lights in that quarter of the building 
were out. The night was mild, with a half-moon peeping in 
and out of thick cloud banks* 

The girl slrolled quite leisurely and unconcernedly along 
the well-kept garden paths. Any wakeful domestic, happen- 

'JS thought nothing. It was not until 

«he had passed beyond the boundary of the gardens that she 
hastened her steps. It was very essential now that she should 
not allow herself to be seen. Not that there was much ri«.k. 
The people of Great Bardlow and district were generally in 
bed and fast asleep by eleven o’clock. 

V Primrose neither saw nor heard the lithe 

little figure in black which shadowed her from the house is 
no reflection on her sense of vigilance. It rather goes to 
prove that Joy Everard had adapted herself very completelv 
to Norman Conquest’s mode of life. She had left her bed- 
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room as early as eleven o'clock and had then taken no a 
tlK I dk orth'"" >' ‘““i !>«■> 

■■ 1 h< k , r" I T “ >'“""8 "'“1' the 

I'Kk k < ur had come back to the Hill Woods So 

:Sorman had relumed, and there Avas every possibility that 
tile fun and games would start. P'^^icimy mat 

Joy was not quite sure of her own feelings. She was 

rapidly cnming lo the conclusion that her own angle of the 

job was unnece-sary. and that she might very easily gum 

up the works by acting as she was now doing. But some 

soil of a hunch or instinct, greater in strength than her 

reason, urged her to carry on. Her thoughts were all for 
norman. 

The village church was chiming the half-hour, and the 
night \vas liroodingly quiet, when Norman Conquest ya^vned, 
stulihcd out the end of his last cigarette and rose to his feet! 

1 erliaps the opposition was not planning any dirty work 
toniglit.^ after all. Anyhow, there was no reason why he 

shoiihln’t gel some sleep 

Tap-tap-tap! 

Oh, yes? " murmured Norman, very softly. 

In a flash, his every sense was keyed up to a high pilch 
of tension. He went to the window, from which tiie .slight 
tapping sound had come, and parted the silken curtains. 

He looked riglii into the face of Primrose Trevor. 

Her blue eyes were wide and frightened, and her whole 
tender face was full of appealing entreaty. Her wavy blonde 
hair was slightly disordered, and she made a picture that 
bored into Norman Conquest’s brain like a red-hot iron. 
“Please come! ’’ Primrose’s mouth silently said. 

Norman moved rapidly to the door, his heart making an 
absolute fool of itself, and his fingers were just on the 
handle wlien he checked. Caution, tottering on her pedestal, 
was yanked hack all present and correct. 

“ If you think you’re being clever, chump, Ify thinking on 
another wave lengtii!’’ said Norman sternly. 

He opened the door noiselessly and softly patted his auto- 
matic. Then he stepped out. closed the door behind him, 
and found Primrose hv his side. Her white hands clutched 
at his arm and pulled at him. 

“Oh. not here!’’ she whispered. “Somebody might see. 

It s <lark over hy the trees. I’ve got to talk to you. I’m so 
dreadfully afraid.’’ ^ 

The fragrance from her hair did crazy things to Norman's 
wit--, hilt to his credit it mii-'t be recorded that he entirely 
ignored her feminine appeal and gave all his attention to the 
gloom in the near distance. As they quickly moved towards 
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the trees, the Desperado’s sense of caution was back at the 
old stand, doing brisk business. A dozen lurking figures 
could not have taken him by surprise. As a matter of fact, 
there was only one lurking figure at the moment and Norman 
did not see it. Wiien it came to lurking, Joy Everard was 
hot stuff. 

Young lady, isn’t this a bit rash? ” murmured Norman. 

“ If anybody sliould have happened to see you come to my 

caravan, it wouldn’t do my reputation much good! You seem 

to forget that I in a respectable and innocent young 
man 

“ Please don’t talk in that joking wav,” interrupted 

Primrose. ” There’s no danger. There’s not a soul within 
a mile. 

“ What about your stern parent? I always avoid trouble 
with stern parents in situations of tliis sort.” said Norman. 
Iney re apt to spring out on a fellow with guns — and 

double-barrelled guns at that! I know these country 
squires! 

Please, Mr. Coiu|ue>t,” wliisjtered the girl, pressing 
closer to him. and liolding his two strong arms. “ I know 
you re trying to comfort me, but plca-e he serious. Tm 
afraid something dreadful is going to happen. I don’t know 
w^h^at, but I couldn t Oeep until I had come here to warn 

Norman fought gamely, hut caution tottered again and 
this time nose-dived. 

quite wrong about this,” he said 

to do the knight-errant stuff. And here you are. risking your 

lair reputation to come and warn me ** 

She sliuddercd and slipped nearer 
I don’t ,vant you to be killed,” ,.he said, her voice 

Aen'Mr "sl T'"*’""® "'as killed, and 

then Mr. Sang ey, and— and I believe poor Dad is mixed 

anrlTll I question him he gets angry 

and^tells me not to talk like a child. I don’t know what to 

Ani Itnow what to think, she knew what to do 

a perfume which arose from her in 

a subtle aura began to cloud his brain. Everything about 
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llic big rlii^cllor!” said Joy Everard indignantly. 

Slu' had a clo?>f-iip view of the wiiole distressing scene, 
for she was doing lier lurking act in the low branches of a 
neighbouring tree. Luekily. she made the remark to herself 
•*0 nobody overheard it. Her little lips came together in 
a tliin line an<l a 'ort of hot smoke came out of her eyes. 
So her first '•u-'pi<ion-« had been right all the time! No 

Wonder .\ornian ha«l told her to stay in Clacton! Well, he 
could g<“t ’out of this jam in his own way 

And then Joy’s heart nearly '•lopped beating. She had 

eauglit a glim[i'e of several <lark figures, as silent as ghosts, 
creeping rapidly towards the pair, who were still locked in 
one another’s arms. In spile of the burning rage which 
fdleil the girl like molten lava, she could not help admir- 
ing tin* d»“vilisli cunning of the plan. Primrose Trevor had 
(•ho'Cn the one certain way of catching Norman Conquest 
ofT his guard! 

.And Joy had to watch — silent. If she uttered one cry of 
warning she would betray herself and would undoubtedly 

share tlie same fate as Norman. In agony she watched. 

Sini<lenly the figures sprang. Two of them grabbed 

Norman Compiest from liebind and dragged him back. Two 
others seiz<nl Primrose with brutal violence, and a hand was 
clapped over her mouth as ••he attempted to make an outcry. 
So silently wa< the whoh* thing done that Mandcville Living- 
-itone. sleeping within ten yards, heard nothing. 

Norman foinrlit like a madman. Too late, his senses re- 
turned. His litter, incredible folly had brought danger upon 
Primro«e! He saw one of the dark figures give the girl 
a cruel punch on the side of the head, and she fell to the 
ground in a huddled heap. Then a helmet-like contrivance 
wa-i forced hard over Norman’s head and pushed down to 
his shoulders. He heard a loud hissing, and his breathing 
hecaine difficult. He knew that he was being gassed. He 
fought cra/ily. hurling his captors to the ground with him 
in a struggling heap. But that moment of carelessness had 
done tlie trick: It was loo late now. His strength was ebb- 
ing. his senses were drifting away. He could hear the hiss- 
ing noise increasing to a crashing of thunder, and utter 
blackness enveloped him like jomething solid. 

It seemed to Norman that he dreamed. He 
in the hands of monstrous-looking dernons, and they were 
prodding at her with three-pronged forks. They were in 
dark and gloomv chamber, where an eerie, greenish light 
flickered from an alcove. He himself w-as dreyed as a 
valiant kni-rht in armour, and the vi.or of his . 

jammed. He wanted air. He was suffocating. He pulled 
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at the headpiece and jerked it right off his shoulders — and 
he opened his eyes. 

It was no longer a dream. Somebody had just removed 
tlie curious gas helmet from his shoulders, and he was 
rapidly coming out (»f ihe dope. Everything was spinning 
round, but he could ju>t make out that a faint light was 
burning somewhere. He could liear voices. 

Things ceased to spin and his focus came back. He was 
in a musty, half-ruined chamber, and he guessed at once 
that he had been carried to the abandoned old watermill 
which stood on Sir Hastings Trevor’s properly. He saw that 
Primrose was being carried in the arm-i of a man who stood 
so deeply in the shadows that Norman had an impression, 
for a moment, that the girl’s form was floating in mid-air. 

A thick niufller was tifd about her face, and she was limp. 

“Better make it snappy!” muttered a voice. “He’s 
coming round.” 

“ What’ll I do with the girl? ” 

We don t want her,” said the first voice impatiently. 
“ Chuck luT in the storeroom there, and lock the door. We 
can deal with her later.” He leered. “ We might have time 
on our hands after we’re through with Conquest, and she’s 
as pretty a looker as I’ve ever seen.” 

The meaning of the words, seeping into Norman’s senii- 
clogge<l brain, acted like a tonic. He suddenly braced him- 
self and struck out with his right. At least, that was his 

intention until he found that his right was lashed cntelly 

to his side. His left, too, if it came to that. 

Inwardly, he groaned. He cursed himself for aji incre- 
dible fool. He saw Primrose slung brutally through a door- 
way and he heard the girl’s limp body strike the bare 
boards of the .«loreroom with a thud. The door was closed 
and locked. By this time Norman was being half dragged, 
nail carried along a stone-flagged passage in total darkness. 
tie made a very curious noise as he was being dragged 
along, and the reason for this suddenly struck him. He had 
wondered why he felt so stiff. Now he knew. He was lying 
tull ‘ength on a stout plank of wood, and he was trussed to 
the plank by means of a strong cord— bis arms straight down 
by his sides, his legs outstretched. It was impossible to 
imagine a man in a more helpless position. All those little 
secret gadgets which Norman concealed about his person 
and m which he took such mischievous pride, were useless! 

All right muttered a voice. “ Heave him up. Then 
you’d belter bring the light.” 

onto a great stone 

piattorm. A lighted lantern was produced from somewhere 
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jui.l Norm.-,,, ihul a cr.,n,l,li „5 old .tone object was 

ouvrifitj against his head, a fool or so to his right The 
anl-rn was set on the stone platform, ami the figures of his 
cap oiw rame nearer. They were so heavily masked that he 
conhl M-e nothing hut their menacing eyes. He could not 

even ulentify their clothing, for they had covered themselves 
With Innp hlack riojk-. 

‘■ AM very elfectivc. hrofher^. hut I’m n.»t a hit impressed.” 
saicj .Norman, with something of his old nonchalance. “If 

you re going to amuse me with a dancing skeleton ” 

\(d.ody’s going to amuse you. Conquest.” said a hard 
voice. “ You’re g«.ing to talk— and you’re going to tell us 
what you ve dmie with the Dalecoiirl sugar, and the stuff 
from the (Intel Sufireinc job. You’d hetter understand that 
we mean hiisine-s ” 

Dirty i)ii'ine>i-. I take it.” interrupted Norman, 
is tlie nature t)f this lunge? I don’t quite like the 
lliis wliacking great sj(uie next to my head. Is it 
way connected with the dirty work? ” 

” Cool, ain’t you? ” snarled the man behind tlic mask. 
Hut tlii' time. 1065. it’s curtains unless you come across. 
That stone, you call it. is one of the big grinding wheels 
of the old flour mill. Hadn’t been iise<l for years, but still 
works. If weighs a ton or two. and I don’t think it would 

do your liead much good ” 

” Span* me the lurid details.” murmured Norman, his 
voie<* as tratuiiiil as his (piari/-grey i-yes wen* calm. “ I take 
it. then, that the pn*gram goes like this; If I don’t spill the 

woiks. the wheel go«*> arounfl and arouiul. and I come out 

here — all over the floor, in a nice red mixture. Go aliead! 
Let’s see the gadget in operation.” 

‘‘You fool!” panted the man. “You don’t seem to 

rrali/e All right! I’ve dealt with stubborn cases 

before! \\'e’Il see what your nerve i' like.” 

He gave a sijinal and Norman heard footsteps shuffling. 
His face might liave been calm, hut he was cursing himself 
roundly. He, Norman Conquest, w’ho always prided himself 
on lieing a jump ahead of the opposition — here he was. as 
helpless a sucking pig in the slaughterer’s lap. And 
why? Ih'caiise f(»r one brain-reeling minute he had allowed 
his ra/or-ed'red vicilance to fake a iioliday! This was what 
came t)f mixing pleasure with business. Kissing a girl was 
all very well in its place. ... • ji*» 

“ Y ou’ve got just one minute to make up your mind. 

Tlie voice was hoarsi* an«l --trained, and Norman judged 
that his captors were not regarding the affair as a picnic. 
He heard .. low nirnhling and grinding and the clanking of 
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rusty cogs. The great grinding wheel was evidently being 
operated by hand and, as the gear was low, the wheel’s 
movcinent was so slow as to he almost imperceptible. 

In spite of himself, the Desperado felt cold prickles 
attacking his skin. He was lying in such a position that the 
wheel would crush down witli sickening force over his head. 
He could see it moving, creeping relentlessly forward and 
downwards. He could liear the lniar>e. heavy breathing of 
the mail who stood watching him. Apparently, the mechanism 
was operated at some distant point, for there was no sound 
of the other men. Only the clanking and grinding of the 
ancient machinery. 

“ Well? ” Tlie watcher’s voice was cracking. “ Are you 
going to break? ” 

“ When this thing hits me, I shall luir.vl.” replied Norman 
Oinquest calmly. “ My poor fellow, if you lliink this bluff 
is fooling me for an instant ” 

“It’s not bluff!” almost screamed the other. “I’ve had 
my orders! You blasted young fool, if you don’t speak, 
your head will he crushed like an egg. You’ve only got 
another twenty seconds.” 

Something slim and black moved behind the man. A 
piece of rock, hurled with unerring aim. struck the lantern 
and sent it toppling over. As it did so, it went out. Before 
the man could turn round with a curse on his lips. Norman 
heard the unmistakable swish of a skirt, anil his heart 
jumped clean up into his lungs and nearly suffocated liim. 

Thud ! 

No need to wonder what that sound meant. Following it, 
there came a slight groan out of the darkness, and the -ound 
of a falling body. Norman felt slim, cool hands touch him, 
and the plunk was pulled out of the danger zone. A knife 
flickered, and he fell the cords dropping away from him one 

struggled up. and his arms were free. 

Nice work, lady fair! ” he said softiv. 

The machinery was still clanking, and the great stone 
still grinding. The men operating the machinery had 
^ceived the signal to stop, and they were still carrying 

ith a couple of tugs Norman freed liis ankles, and at 
same moment he fouftd his automatic lighter. A click, and 
the little flame sprang to life. 

Except for the masked man on the floor, he was alone In 
tact Joy Everard. by that time, was well on her way out 
o the mill. She had taken every imaginable chance, and 
by sheer desperate pluck she had won through. She had 

nl* capable of look- 

tng after himself. Her heart was like a lump of lead in her 
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brca.t. and in her bitterness she had left Norman to draw 
his own cone usions Perhaps he would guess the identity 
ol the girl who had come to his help! Indeed, if he had 

a.le<l to recognize her touch, he must have drifted very far 
jrom her ! ^ 

Norman Comiucst wasted no time in that black chamber, 
lie stumbled through a doorway, half ran down a passage, 
and tlien checked as an unsuspected door opened, flooding 
the passage with light. 

Somebody stepped out— and he saw Primrose Trevor! 

^or the girl, the shock was almost exactly the same as a 
puncli clean between the eyes. How he had escaped hardly 
Jiiattered. She was standing right in front of him, and he 
c)l)vi<)u>>iy knew that she was one of the murder posse* For 
she was suppo>ed to be lying helpless in a storeroom. The 
game, as far as lier deception of Norman Conquest was con- 
cerneil. was over. 

Or was it? 

Judgment on Norman must not be loo harsh. He was a 
(juick thinker, hut he was no mind reader. The light was 

at Primrose’s back, and he was unable to see the expression 

on her face. All he knew was that feminine hands had 

cut liis bonds — and now, within three minutes, he saw Prim- 
rose. who had been brutally taken prisoner at the same time 
as himself, free! He jumped at the one obvious conclusion 
like a bull charging at a fence. 

Without permitting her to say a word, he seized the girl 
in his arms and carried her swiftly to the end of the pass- 
age. He had felt a draught blowing from that direction, 

and he knew that a door must be there. He was right. The 
door was standing wide open and he carried Primrose out 
into the night. He carried her along the towing path and, 
as he did so, be chuckled gleefully. 

“ For a damsel in distress, you put up a pretty good show, 
old thing,” he said dryly. ‘‘ What was it you used to cosh 
the chief inquisitor? I couldn’t see anything because you’d 
put the light out. By the way. how did you escape? ” 

Primrose Trevor was a quick thinker too. She had not 
the faintest idea who had gone to Norman Conquests aid, 
but it was clear that he had been helped by somebody — ^and 
a girl! If he was willing to give her the credit, she might 
as well take it. 

“ They were careless,” she whispered, her voice throbbing 
with tenderness* Fm a girl and they thought I didn t 
matter* I found that the old door was cracked and broken, 
and I got it open. Then I heard that dreadful machinery 
and I crept along 
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She broke off with a choking little sob — not because her 

emotions were getting the belter of her. but because she 

was not quite clear what had happened. She suddenly drew 

herself away from Norman as he set her to the ground, and 
ran. 

“ Here, half a minute ...” 

Norman took one or two quick strides after her. lull then 
checked. Better, perhaps, to let her go. He gave a quick, 
searching glance around, remembering that the dirty workers 
were still fairly close at hand. He hurried away to his 
bulletproof caravan, and his heart was light 
Astute as he was in most things, he did not even guess 

that he owed lus very life to Joy Everard. the pal he had 
torgotten ! 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

The Man Who Looked Frightened 

The morning was warm and sunny, and the temperature in 
Norman Conquest s trailer-caravan was moderately high, for 

ioof ® bulletproof steel sides and 

roof since the comparatively small hours. It was not sur- 

prising therefore, that Norman Conquen's knife as he 

reached across the breakfast table, sank into the half-pound 

M^nk^f^r hT? complete ease. But it didn’t 

-and‘‘N„rLrU„“'‘sr' 

of sleepy restful- 

ix. £ “irStj;? V"'7 

»«■ " a* 
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and Ills nerves were a mixture of tungsten steel and rein- 
forced concrete. He liad even seen "Snow White and the 
Seven Dwarfs without once shielding his eyes or crouch- 
ing under his seat. In a word, they don’t come any tougher. 

He (Irew the butter dish to his own side of the table and 
invotiguled. He u ed excessive caution. With a knife and 
fork he carefully t«‘a^ed the butter and was rewarded, after 
a brief search, by the discovery of a small spill of rolled-up, 
greaseproof paper. l\()t a particularly dangerous find, but 
interesting, nevertheless. 

Unrolled, the scrap of paper revealed a couple of lines 
of doggerel in pencilled, printed characters: 

"Till- IMH.MIiOSE IS SWEET WITH A DELICATE 
SMELL 

THE COLOUR OF SULPHUR WHICH COMES OUT OF 
HELL." 

Into iN’jirinan Conquest’s quartz-gray eyes came a flicker 
of understanding. He leaned back in his chair, breakfast 
forgotten, and lit a cigarette. In his open-necked shirt and 
immaculate flannels he made a perfect picture of a carefree 
yming holiday-maker enjoying the rustic charms of rural 
Suffolk. Outside llie open window, the view was enchanting, 
with the sunshine making fairy patterns in the grass as it 
slanted through the gently waving tree branches. 

Fantastic to imagine that death could lurk amid such per- 
fect surroundings! A ridiculous spot for the receipt of 
cryptic messages cunningly hidden in cliunks of butter! 

And not so cryptic at that! 

Tlu-re could be only one meaning to that atrocious couplet; 
it was intended as a warning against Primrose Trevor! It 
impli' d that the fair Primrose was a creature of hell. Which 
was ii<it only libellous, but ludicrous. As Norman Conquest 
leaned back with half-closed eyes, be saw a vivid picture 
of the lovely girl in the blue smoke cloud from his cigarette, 
he saw her trim and graceful figure; her wavy blonde hair 
with the sun converting it into spun gold; he saw the 
sweetness of her innocent face, and the haunting look of 
entreaty in her fascinating blue eyes. A creature of the fair 
countryside, a very echo of the chaste purity of the woods 

and glens! , . . , • 

•So clear was this picture, so completely had it implanted 
itself upon Norman Conquest’s mental vision that not even 
a corner <)f his mind remained open to glimpse the 
little pixie face of the best pal he had in the world! With 
great regret it must be recorded that Norman was in the 
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very middle of making a complete fool of himself. Joy 
Everard meant less in his life, at the moment, than the 
greenfinch which was doing a spot of carefree warbling on 
the bough of a neighbouring tree. 

Norman Conquest threw his cigarette out of the porthole- 
like window and jerked himself back to realities. 

“ Hey. serf! ” he sang out in a feudal voice. 

The lounge of the luxurious caravan did not occupy the 
entire footage of the home on wheels; a panelled door open- 
ed. and a little man with a whimsical, crinkly face apneared. 
“ Want me. guv’nor? ” 

“How many serfs do you think I've got?” retorted 

Norman, as he slipped another cigarette between his Ups. 

I want to ask you a few que>tions. Brother Mandy.” 

The wiry little ex-tramp came forward into the lounge 

With an anxious look on his honest face. One hand held a 

half-peeled potato, and the other hand smoothed his green 
apron. 

“Wasn’t the bacon cooked just right, sir?” be asked, 
with concern. “ I done it just as you told me— all crimpy 

1 poached the eggs just four minutes ” 

It s the butter we’re interested in, hencliman — not the 
T?” interrupted Norman. 

Livingstone’s eyes strayed to the disorderely yellow me «5 
in the butter dish. 

" l^appened to it? ” he asked, in 

wonder. That half-pound of butter was a fair treat when I 
put It in the dish, sir— witli sheaves of wheat and acorns 

Rf'al pretty. I thought it was.” 

R’ and ^vhen? ” 

Why, this morning, sir— from the dairy.” 

“ Which dairy? ” ' 

At the Old Mill Farm, just across the meadows,” said 
L.v.ng^.nne, s,,II ,v«rried. " I,’s nearer than the village 

f X' it'"'' 1 “‘’r like the farm butter heft. 

1 got It when I was fetching the milk.” 

Norman Conquest nodded. 

trv Mill Farm belongs to our charming coun- 

^ ^quire. Sir Hastings Trevor.” he drawled “H’m» 
There s something here I don’t understand. Mandeville ” 
Charming country squire!” Livingstone put C scorn 
into his voice, and he forgot the dignity of his new position 
trnmn'rw"" extentjhal he spat out of the windorinTv^ 

Soke l as tried to kIi well that this Trev^ 

wouldn’t you two or three times, sir! You 

hoMa"y,‘ h' yt w®as:-t‘"'L.r »" 

y, you wasn t aiming to put it across the old 
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Stinker! ” 

■ " Mancly,” said Norman, grin- 

nmg. Old stinker fits him like a glove. But we’re drifting 
away from the main point. About this butter. You got it 
you say. from the Old Mill Farm? How, exactly, did you 
prt it? Was it handed to you ” 

“ N(». sir. There were lots of half-pounds all laid out on 
the bench in the dairy, and I picked this one out hecau e 
I thought it was tlie prettiest,” said Livingstone. “Mrs. 
Higson — she’s the farmer’s wife — wrapped it up for me. and 

I paid her and came away. If it ain’t good. sir. I'll take it 
back.” 

” If you picked it out yourrelf. I can’t see how ... But 
wait a minute.” Norman Contpiest gazed at Livingstone in- 
tently. “ On the way home, my faithful seneschal, you met 
somebody; you stopped and chatted, and something happen- 
ed to the butler . . 

“Cord! You’ve got second siglit. guv’nor! ” 

” No: I’m merely exercising the gray material. Tell me 
about this meeting, brother.” Norman waved the other into 
a ('hair. " Tell me the Singular Story of the Substituted 
Butter. Sparc no detail, for the most seemingly trivial point 
may he of tlie utmost importance. Proceed.” 

He placed the lips of his fingers together, lay back in his 
chair and closed his eyes. It was a pity there wasn’t a 
violin handy. Mandeville Livingstone gave liim a hard, sear- 
ching look and proceeded. 

“ I didn’t exactly meet somebody, sir.” he said. “ It was 
somebody who overtook me. A girl. She was running across 
the meadow as I was gelling over the stile into the woods, 
and I wouldn’t have seen her at all if she hadn’t called to 
me.” 

“Ah! An ugly girl?” 

“ No blooming fear, sir! ” said Livingstone promptly. 

“ She was the prettiest girl I ever set eyes on.” 

“ Didn’t you ever set eyes on Mi«s Primrose? ” 

“ Her from the Hall, sir? She’s a grand young lady, I 
dare sav. and it ain’t for me to compare her with one of 
the maidservants/^ The little man's eyes sparkled. That s 
who the girl was. guv’nor. and never did I see a neater pic- 
ture than she made in her print frock and cap and apron. 

A little slip of a thing, with a face like a fairy and eyes 

just dancing with the joy of living.” 

Norman opened his eyes and inspected his manservant 

in surprise. 

“ Mandeville. you astonish me.” he murmured. never 

suspected that you possessed this flair for picking winners. 


MISS D Y >• A M I T t; 131 

Neither, for that matter, did I suspect that you'd have the 
village wenches actually running aft.-r you. Well, what hap- 

pened? Did you date her up? Did you promise to meet 
her in the gloaming ...” 

“Come off it. guv’nor! She only wanted to ask me a few 
questions about you and your caravan. She ain’t the only 
one. If It comes to that. Lots of people in the village are 
curious, and I don’t wonder at it. I’ll bet they’ve never 
seen the likes of this marvellous outfit! And me having 
been held at the police station for murder, and the village 

people knowing that I u^cd to be a tramp-well, sir. it 
makes people ask questions.” 

What sort of questions? This maidservant, for example’ 
What questions did she ask? ” exampte. 

“ Oh, about you. sir. mostly.” replied Livingstone. ” Who 
you were, and wiiy you took me on. and if we’re going to 
•slay here very long. It seemed to me that she was bit 
anx ous like as if she was worrying about us. Then the 

fancifS!”"'^ laughing and I thought maybe I was 

*< butter?” Norman hinted. 

'‘"'t was just telling me her name 

ehimpj rk I ^ ^ J'aid— when the church clock 

chimed the half-hour, and she said the cook would rap on at 

her if she didn t get hark. She turned so quick that she 

humped into me and knocked the basket out of mv hand and 

The hu.,er. .he e.g^ a p„, “ o, 

promptly helped voii 
basket^ of ^'■awled Norman. “ She^ had^ a 
u t conraining farm nroduco Easv 

yrr^Lsket whi/'' **''’■ of butter in 

your basket ^shile you were trv ng to rescue the eitp«i ” 

Livingstone scratched his ear.' 

sir?” he asked 

as any other” half-pound is the same 

hii^Xfr u'* 1“' "'■P''’- ''‘■"i"!! hack in 

\w thouchlfi were smokincr Unf tk* • i 

::ih' tL. wHi To "Jrr 

scrawled the two lines of doggerel on a serr^of 
pa^er^and pushed i. i„.„ he^r own htirp’oTnd^'ofXrr”' 

Wha, was the obiec. of going ,o such elaborate lengths for 
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the mere purpose of grossly libelling her mistress? This 
Mary Stevens was obviously no ordinary servant girl. The 
ordinary servant girl who takes a dislike to her mistress may 
-et a lot of unpleasant scandal on its round, but she doesn't 
bury cryptic notes in half-pounds of butter so that they can 
i)e discovered by total strangers! There was something very 
remarkable and mysterious about the whoje incident, and 
Norman decided that it was worth investigating. 

“ Brother Mandy. you’re a sound sleeper, aren’t you? ” 
asked Norman suddenly. 

“ Me. guv’nor? Yes, I believe so.” 

“ Nothing disturbs you in the night? ” 

“ \^ hy, no. sir.” 

” Then you’ll be surprised to learn that sundry septic 
l)lighters grabbed me not ten yards from this caravan and 
carried me to the abandoned mill tied to a plank.” said 
Norman leisurely. ” In these mills, it appears, they use 
wliacking great ^tone rollers, and the general idea was to 
put niy head under one of them and convert it into mush. 

“ You’re kidding, guv’nor! ” 

” I must confess to a moment of unforgiveable careless- 
ness.” proceeded Norman. “ You see, I was chatting with 
Miss Primrose when the opposition pounced, and before I 
passed out I saw that the young lady was being brutally 
manlian died. Another lapse like that, my trusty batman, 
and vou’ll be out of a job. The present sound condition of 
my liead is due to the fact that the opposition gave all its 
attention to me and none to the fair Primrose. They just 
bunged her in a storeroom to be taken care of later. Luckily 
for me. Miss Primrose took care of herself, and it was her 
gentle liand which came to my rescue. An experience. 
Brother Mandy, which gave me more than a jolt. Things 
have come to a pretty pass when the damsel in distress has 
to save her knightly companion from having his head pul- 
verized. All wrong, brother.” 

Norman Conquest rose leiMirely to his feet, and Mandeville 
Livingstone did not know how much of his fantastic story 
to believe. Tliat his carefree young employer had told 
nothing but the literal truth was difficult to credit. 

“ Yes. sir,” said the ex-tramp. ” But what really did 

happen? ^ 

“Haven’t I just told you? Last night the fair Primrose 

saves mv life, and this morning mysterious maidservants 
shove cryptic notes into my butter to the general eflect tnai 
Miss Primrose’s name is Mud. Queer goings on, vassal. 

We «hall have to look into them.” 

Norman Conquest’s idea of looking into the queer goings 
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on was to attire himself in his most sporfinR raiment and 
stroll off towards Bardlow Hall. He had no fear that the 
opposition would attempt to play tricks in open daylight. 
So he strolled towards the Hall openly and freely. It was 
always his policy to carry the fight into the enemy camp, 
and It would amuse him to see the colour of Sir Hastings' 
complexion when they came face to face. Also, he might 
catch a glimpse of the poetic genius, Mary Stevens. 

He was in no hurry. The morning was hot and .sunny, 
and he dallied hy the wayside at various points to inspect 
the general landscape. He was particularly interested in 
the placid river and the lumhie-down old water mill which 
could he seen across the meadows. He sighed. Such a 
lovely scene of rustic charm! And so accursedly deceptirel 
lurning a bend in the lane, his eyes wore feasted by a 
different brand of rural beauty. He was passing a neat 
white fence, and on the other side of the fence was ilie pret- 
tiest rose garden he had ever seen, hacked hy a trellis and 
creeper-clad cottage of unusual attractiveness. The one jar- 
ring note was the shiny trousers ^eat of the man who was 
bending over one of the flower beds, committing wholesale 

Gree^ flVto Vu well-nourishcd aphids, or plant lice. 

Norman was not particularly interested in roses, but even 
his flower-indiffcrem eye was attracted l.y the truly wonder- 

oomfng offVr,' -ishhour.” he inquired, " is ,he flowor .how 
It was a perfectly innocent and affable gesture But the 

trii” - 

hair-trigger instant of one 

wiping wangled aphid carcases his'’™„.;s" p feaf asTe 
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did so. 

"Like ruy ro^es do ynui* ” he said easily. “You won’t 
hnd any better between here and Kew Gardens They 
reckon to have a show at the Hall, but you won’t find a 
bloom to equal any ..f ti.ese. Aren’t you the young man 
witli the classy caravan? ” 

" The same.” agreed Norman. " Conquest is the name— 
aUhoujih I 5iiippo?e you know that already/^ 

".No.” ^aid the rose man. “I didn’t know your name.” 

It was a foolish and unnecessary lie. He was not a suili- 
ciently pood actor to «ay the line with conviction. Norman 
ConquP'^t t»)ok out his cigarette case and proffered it across 
tlie fence: and wltile he did so, his tlioughts were doing a 
hit of rusli-work. He liad never seen this man before in hts 
life: he liad no interest in him whatever: no interest, either, 
in ids garden. He had only started the conversation on a 
spur-of-the-moment impulse to be friendly with hi.s nearest 
neiglihour. It was not an occasion when his sixth sense, 
liiat tru'iy pal. had given Idtn a warning jab in the ribs. 

So tlie ro-e man’s '^urpiLing rea<‘tion took .Norman Con- 
que't completely by surprise. He bad recognized Norman 
on the in'^tant. and tlie recognition had given him a scare. 
Wliy should this harmless-looking rose enthusiast get an un- 
pleasant j<)lt at the '•ight of an immaculate young man whom 
he had never met? .And why should be lie when the truth 
would have been just as easy? 

“ Thank you. Mr. Conquest, but I prefer my pipe.” said 
the man in the garden. " Know anything about roses? 
Come in. if you like. I’ve got some beautiful Etoile de Hol- 
lands reds over by the house. These Druschhi aren’t at their 
best.” He indicated some fine white Idnssoms willi the hand 
winch he had just tingloved. " The Madame Butterfly and 
the Caroline Tcstoul are in nice condition, though.” 

Norman was more interested in the sensitive delic.^cy of 
the rose man’s long white fingers than in his roses. But he 
pretended to he engrossed with the other’-^ livelv garden talk. 
Mr. Middleton himself could not have kept Norman more 
entertained. 

But as the rose man’s enthusiasm increased, so his listen- 
er’s attention wandered. The rose man talked of Emma 
Wright and Ladv Hillingdon and the Rev. F. P. Roberts and 
Walter C. Clarke and Margaret McCreedy and William Allen 
Richardson until he appeared to be recitins a hotel register. 
When Norman finally went on his way. with his head buzzing 
with rose names that sounded like highly respectable peop e. 
his inner brain was asking itself just one question. 

Why should this harmless-looking old chap have been 
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sight of Norman Conquest? 
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at the unexpected 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 

The Ticbess ok Bardlow Hall 

Breakfast at Bardlow Hail was a Ici>iircly, pleasant meal. 
More often tlian not, (h<‘ Irevors were entertaining a guest 
or two. and the^e good people, following the example of 
their host and hostess, were apt to wander downstairs just 
when they thought they would and help themselves to the 
the bufTct in the sunny breakfast room. 

This morning, as it happened. Sir Hastings Trevor and 
his daughter were alone. The bluff, genial landowner was 
restless and worried; but the blonde-haircd Primrose, look- 
ing very fresh and sweet in a gay .summer frock, was serene 
and unhurried. When the parlour maid, Mary Stevens, was 
out of the room. Sir Hastings cai-t anxious and meaning 
looks at the girl, but she blithely ignored them. 

I rimrose was very pleased with the new maid’s quiet 
I efficiency. She was small and unobtrusive, well spoken. 

fact, as Primrose had con- 
hded to her father, almost loo good to be true. Not a bad 

Sit K Stevens was not true, and Primrose 

tTe® addition to 

identU? 

low H«^ii ^ ^ I® terrible proof that her time in Bard- 

and d! 'tasted. Her little chin had a film 

and determined look. Norman had parked her in Clacton- 

nnnr f r ^ '"*d her to Stay there The 

poor fathead thought that he could handle this job alone 

No™t ft 

Wi.e Guy Nc™a„ wa! 
his Lad. 'i't off the top of 

. JsVlTadZ S.’'she wlr-'* 

know that ht woltot'^hlve^tal.r f '^'L^-wi^^rTa 
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designing nii^s. For once in his life he had come up against 

was as rlev«T as himself — and probably a 
shade cleverer. The purity in Primrose’s beautiful face had 
to i)e seen to he believed; tlie demure sparkle of her eyes 
was in itself a guarantee of her gentle nature. Even Joy, 
kno wing all •'lu* did. found lierself attracted by the other 

some subtle influence, just as a gentle bird 
is altracted iowar<l'i a deadly snake. Carrying dishes into 
the breakfast room this morning and hearing Primrose’s lilt- 
ing laughter. Joy was compelled, more than once, to pinch 
herself, just to make sure that she was fully awake. 

The thing that had happened last night . . . ! 

It was after nine-thirty before Primrose joined her father 
in hi- library. He had been waiting for over fifteen minutes; 
and in the complete privacy of that soundproof room he had 
been explofling curses at the rate of about sixteen a minute 
ever since he had entered. 

Primrose joined him quite leisurely, a cigarette between 
her pretty lips, and the morning newspaper in her hand. 

“ Did yoti see this announcement of a new farm tractor, 
Dad?” she asked animatedly. ‘‘I think we ought to get 

one for the farm. The price is quite reasonable ” 

She broke off. for she had just closed the door and she 
knew that her words could no longer be heard out in the 
hall. The change which came over her was so subtle that 
it was not at first noticeable. Her trim figure became tense; 
her month lost its beauty and became hard; her eyes went 
fiat and cold. 

“ What’s on your mind. Dad? ” she asked coolly. 

“My God!” Sir Hastings nearly choked. “You stand 
there and a-k me v/hat’s on my mind! ” He came nearer 
to her. his usually genial face distorted into a cruel twist, the 
sweat standing nut on Ins forehead like drops of glycerme. 

“ What happened last night? What went wong? For 
coodness’ sake. Primrose, tell me! You said you were going 
to dispose of Conquest, and I thought you had done so. let 
I understand that Conquest is still living in that cursed 

caravan ” . in-..., 

“ There’s no need to get so excited, interrupted Primrose 

coldly. “ It’s a damned good thing I'm here to keep you in 

cheek, or the police would have been suspicious of you long 

j 9 

Have I come here to be lectured by my o^vn daughter, 
almost scre.imed the lando^^mer. “I’m in no mood for your , 
high and mighty ways. Primrose! I know you re clever 
damned clever that you sometimes frighten me.' You leu 
me there’s no need to get excited, and Conquest is stiii 
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loose ” 

“ Loose, yes — but he’s not dangerous,” said the girl, taking 
a seat in the big easy-chair and crossing her shapely legs. 
‘‘ Tve got Conquest just whore I want him. He thinks I’m 
the authentic arid original damsel in distress — the jiure and 
gentle girl living in constant dread of her cronk«-d father” 
She laughed^ and the sound was like music, but music with 
a discord. “I’m rallur glad that things tUd go wnmg last 

night, for I’ve got Conquest in a tighter grip tl.an'" ever 
before. 

“What the hell’s die good of getting Conque-i in a grip’ ” 
asked Sir Hastings harshly. “ There’ll be no p,-arc of mind 

u Look what he has done already! 

He ruined all our plans regarding that infernal tramp fellow 
hes responsible for Sanghy’s death, and he knows that ray 
barges are used for the carrying of stolen joweN. What 

about the Hotel Supreme stuff? And Lady Dalecourt’s 
diamonds? 

“ Before Conquest dies, he’s going to tell us just what 
he has done with that loot.” said Primrose, carefully. 

Everything went like clockwork last night— up to a point. 
I got Conquest out of his caravan, and while I was letting 
kiss me the boys did their stuff. They handled me with 
roughness in Conquest’s sight before they gassed him. 
to lifr« the mill as planned, and he didn’t come 

his head 

under the crushing stone. Even then he didn’t see anybody 
Crask was wearing a full mask, and the others kep^in 
background. I waited at the other end of the passage” 

She paused, frowning. 

‘‘ And then? ” 

And then.” said Primrose. “ something went uTon® 
Crask s story is this: Conquest refused to talk, and two of 
hoys went to the mechanism and started the crushing 

Then .Sh.B Conquest refused to spill anything^ 

Then something hit the lamp and put it out. and in The 
daj-kness Crask got a blow over the head which knocked him 

“ But who — who ” 


crrpI'Lr "''’"v Somebody 

quest came stumbling do«m the nas a„e „ ■ l • 

and / L Z 'one 

„ You mean-he -doesn't suspect you even no, " 

bIe,'”:e;3^LTir dX't ^ 

H u me girt. He didn t see his rescuer— neither 



for iliat niatfer, did anybody else. Then be ran into me and 
I wasn’t locked in a sinister cellar, but free. He jumped 
to the obvious conclusion that I had escaped from my brutal 
attackers and had then flown to his aid. And we still don’t 
know wlio did help him.” 

“ The tramp, Livingstone ” 

” Livingstone was in the caravan, asleep, all the time.” 

” Didn’t Crask see anything? ” 

” He .saw plenty of stars, and I believe him,” said Prim- 
rose. ” There’s a lump on his head like a tennis ball. What- 
ever happened. Dad, liappened in total darkness, and Con- 
quest assumed that I was the one who helped him. What 
we’ve got to find out is — who really did help him? ” 

Her father looked panicky. 

“ sec!” he said excitedly. “There’s somebody else 

now! Conqiie t isn’t here alone, as you thought. If the 
tramp was asleep last night, it means that Conquest has 
got a secret assistant. A Scotland Yard man. perhaps! If 
you can’t see the red light. I can. It’s time we got out ” 

“ Sometimes,” said Primrose scathingly, “ I wonder how 
you’ve kept yourself out of prison.” 

“ Don’t talk about prisons, you cold-blooded little devil! 

“ Haven’t we checked up on Conquest? ” she continued. 
” Is he the kind of man to work with Scotland Yard? Con- 
quest is a lone wolf. He’s a hijacker. He’s out for loot 
and doesn’t give a damn for anybody. If we keep cool 

She liroke off. Something inside the handsome desk was 
softlv clicking, and one of the inkwells began to plow with 
an intermittent orange fire. Primrose opened a drawer, 
touched a hidden catch, and removed the secret telephone. 


do! ” came a voice so thin that 


“ Well? ” 

“ I want to know what to 

it sounded scarcely human. „ 

“What do you mean— you want to know what to do. 

asked Primrose sharply. “ Wha.’s the idea of ringing up 

at this Itour, Blayne? Yon know the rules 

"It’s that blasted young Conquest! came the 
interruption. “ He’s l.ecn hert^right in my garden Spying 
on me! Pretending to admire my roses! He must be 
to me. or he wouldn’t have Iieen so nosey. 

" Tell me just what happened. Think carefully, B y 

and 'iive me every detail difs ao- 

Primro«e listened for a full minute and while^ she ap 

pear,.,! as calm at the end of the recital as at the beginning, 

her eyes were snapping dangerously. * “If 

“You fool Blavnc!” she said with w'have 

Conquest had had any suspicion about you he woul 
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avoided the meeting- If he guesses anything now, it's en 
tirely yoiu- own fault. 

if he speaks to me again?” 

rose talk. String him 
along said Primrose crisply. “You're all hypnotized by 
this Conquest man. That’s the trouble.” ^ 

bhc hung up the little receiver without another word and 

when she turne.l away from the desk I.er lips Lre twined 
into a rontc-niptuous sneer. * vi.iea 

Why IS It that all men are such cravens— such fools’ ” 

power'‘'"""lt‘‘ nh"'l ' of her own 

K i , ' ' i'V ‘‘"P '''oir heads! " 

_ What IS It now? asked her father. 

iumS’"to"t'he''' "’'7" '^‘oyne immediately 

he gir tautlv Coodoos. is on to him,” said 

0 ? ti e’ very 6o> 'he jitters 

H. St“. *.7;: A5.% 

SIm turned on him like a si, e-cat. 

ed °MaYthm"Blayn7''haslfv;d7 <’“*'■ 

Season al^r'leat,;' hr^' 0 “ " h - ^ 

pretend to be amused wSn his nam know him ! We 

name of hell can Con'tst t ri''h?m% 'f' ■” 

St- of;-letuse Ts'^^^y “his^ ^ 

roses. It’s only natural Wf * garden and admire 

He hesitated. “ All the -iamd» * "’®rvellous show.”^ 

out?” A pleading Le came *<> 

can destroy us? If we do thaT ' ^ ^ before Conquest 
If there's no proof-Z Why do von T'u" ' “ t''- 

'• tv, S“7e on-now.” 

years building", fp"',his-oVanlafion -'we ""T' 

E ‘..l-s ‘s,s;, 1" x-. 



140 


MISS DYNAMITE 


" But we’ve got plenty now,” urged her father. “The 

flour mills are making big profits ” 

“ Where did the capital come from — to operate the flour 
mills? ” cut in Primrose. “ The mills are our cover — so is 
the farm and the estate. Do you think I put my brains into 
this racket for seven years, only to sacrifice everything at 
the very hour when we can make a really big clean-up? ” 

“ But Conijuest ...” 

“ Until Conquest came along, you were as hard-headed 
and slirew<l as any man living,” said the girl. “ You at- 
tended to your end of the game efficiently and coolly. Pull 
yourself together. Dad! The set-up is perfect. We’re 
county people, rich, influential. Every aristocratic door is 
open to us; we join house parties up and down the country; 
we go to the Riviera; we mix with the people who matter. 
In this way we get the inside dope, with no danger of suspi- 
cion. Then at the right time, the boys make their grab — 
and the stuff comes back to us. Then it vanishes. Scotland 
Yard is up against the toughest proposition it’s ever tackled, 
and until we make a slip it’ll gel nowhere. Are we going 
to be iiatiicked into quitting by one man? I’ve got Con- 
quest wlu-re I want him, and lie’s as good as through! 

“ By God. Primrose, you give me confidence again! 

“ Conquest always works on his own. Dad,” said the girl 
easily. “ No matter what lie guesses, he won t split. All 
we’ve got to <lo is to mark time for a week. Give him rope. 
He can’t strike unless he’s got something to strike at— 

She broke off as a lap sounded on the door— delivered on 
the little brass knocker. The door was not locked and alter 
a moment Dawes, the butler, entered, bearing a salver. There 

was a strange look on Dawes' face. 

“A gentleman to see you. miss,” he said woodenly. 
Primro>e Trevor picked up the card which lay^ on the 
salver. The name on it was “Norman Conquest. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 
The Great Betrayal 

The bio lounof. hall of Bardlow Hall was a 

lights and shades, with the sunshine streaming m tlroug^ 

the bospitablv open front door; with wide windows allowm, 

their casement curtains to drift lav.ly ^ 

morning breeze; with the massive o H 

tick-toeking dreamily and staring without a blush at 

innle figure of Psyche opposite. 
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Norman Conquest liked this lounge hall, and he lounged 
accordingly. He could detect the liand of Primrose Trevor 
in the daintiness of the curtains and the distribution of the 
flowers, immaculate in his flannels, the young buccaneer 
looked a very part of the sunny morning. Inwardly, he was 
chuckling. It amused him vastly to beard the opposition 
under its own roof. 

While he was waiting for Dawes to return he strolled 
about, inspecting the fine old paintings; and he scarcely 
heard the opening of the swing door which communicated 
with the domestic quarters. 

A small, slim girl, carrying a tray appeared. Joy Everard 
looked ridiculously dainty and pretty in her maid’s cap and 
apron, and for many reasons it wa> regrettable that Norman 
did not see her. One sight of that bright elfin face would 
liaye explained much to him— while leaving one or two 
points, possibly, obscure. He would, at least, have known 
the real identity of “Mary Stevens.” even if he failed to 
understand her motive for warning him against Primrose. 

Civen time a matter of one short second — he would have 
seen her face. But Joy saw him fir^t. and Joy performed 
the smartest nghl-ahout-face on record. All Norman Con- 
quest saw. when he glanced round, was the rear view of a 
singularly neat and trim little maidservant. For a fleelin*' 
second something stirred at the back of his mind; some 
1 lie chord of vague recognition was touched; hut it was so 

lasting impression, and his mind 
switched on o another track. He wondered why I he girl 
had entered the hall, only to heat a hasty retreat. His eves 
hardened slightly. This was the girl who had sent him the 
cryptic butter message! He took leisurely-looking hut rapid 
strides towards the service door. ^ 

Joy, on the other side of the door, was standing with 
tightly compressed bps and stubbornly tilted chin. She was 
intensely angry with herself— angry because her heart was 
giving an exact imitation of a pneumatic drill. She Zl 
dered why the other servants didn’t come rushing to the spot 
to find out the cause of the din. It was a pity he hea^ 
couldnt behave itself! Norman Conquest meLt nothing to 

.Zrl preferred to make love to hell 

disguised as daiDsels in distress, it was iiis nwn ^ 

Joy w-ould not admit to herself that her pride was lace^ra^cd 

is ,L":“,5s.r'5 2” 
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urged her to go through that doorway and tell the poor 
chump what brand of dynamite he was handling. But pride, 
in the form of a dull agony, held her rooted to the spot 
where she stood. 

“ Will you come this way, sir? ” 

Norman Conquest was checked by the suave voice of the 
butler wliiie he was still some yards from the service door. 
Unconventional as his actions generally were, he could not 
very well barge into the domestic quarters of the house under 
the very eyes of Dawes. He turned and found the butler 
regarding him with that detached superiority which is the 
hall mark of the true major-domo. 

“ And how.” drawled Norman courteously. “ are we sleep- 
ing these nights, retainer? Well, I trust? ” 

“ Yes, thank you. sir.” 

“ No nightmares? ” 

“ None, sir,” said Dawes stolidly. 

He did it quite well, but his eye control was definitely 
Grade C. With Norman Conquest’s quartz-grey points of 
devilment gazing challengingly into his, Dawes nearly fell 
apart. He only saved himself from disaster by walking as 
sedately as he could manage to the library door. 

“ Mr. Norman Conquest,” he announced thickly. 

Norman entered the library with the air of Robert Taylor 
making a personal appearance. His tumultuous welcome, he 
seemed to feel, was a foregone conclusion. 

“Come in, Mr. Conquest— come in!” said Sir Hastings 
Trevor breezily, wth invisible syrup trickling out of his 
mouth, and providing the tumultuous welcome as per scena- 
rio. “ Delighted to see you again, young man. You know 
my daughter, don’t you? ” 

” We’ve met. yes.” smiled Norman, bowing gracefully to 
Primrose. ” I’ve never quite forgotten how your daughter 
rallied to the help of that poor little tramp, sir. A great 
little chap. Livingstone. I’ve given him a job as my man- 
of-all-work.” 

“ So I understand.” j j -j j 

“ I fell in love with this countryside of yours and aectded 
to carry on with my holiday,” continued Norman glibly. 
“ But there’s one little point that’s worrying me. and I 
thought it ought to be cleared up. I believe I have parke 
my caravan on your property. Sir Hastings, and I am her 
this morning to ask official permission to remain 

He knew perfectly well that Hill Woods did not belong 
to Sir Hastings, but this excuse for his morning call was as 

“ You have been misinformed, Mr. Conquest, said the 
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landowner, with his most genial smile. “ The woods belong 
to Colonel Franklyn of the Hill Farm. Won’t you sit down, 
Mr. Conquest? Try one of these cigars. You needn’t worry 
your.self a bit. Colonel Franklyn lets anybody use the 
woods.” 

Well, that s fine,” said Norman, dropping elegantly into 
the most comfortable chair. ” Thanks for inviting me to 
sample your Coronas, squire, but I’ll stick to the gaspers, 
if you don’t mind. Lovely place you have here.” He waved 
a careless hand towards the windows. “So peaceful; so 
redolent t>f old-world tranquillity.” 

He beamed upon Sir Hastings and his daughter through 
tlie haz)- blue smoke of his cigarette. It seemed to him that 
Primrose was inwardly agitated and was having some diffi- 
culty in keeping up her pose of polite attention. Her father 

was frankly uneasy; for the second time that morning he 
was sweating. 

1 . charming — charming,” be agreed, unaware that 

us smile closely resembled the opening stages of an apoplec- 
tic ht. Vory pretty country round here. Are you — er 
—thinking of staying long? ” 

‘‘ drawled Norman Conquest. 

1 bore are certain business people who wi«h me to curtail 
my holiday and go on a long trip to a hot climate, but I 
h^nd the temperature of Great Bardlow quite warm enough. 

I hese people are in the jewellery hiisincss ” He paused 

poUlely You were saying. Sir Hasling.? ” 

|5ir Hastings was saying nothing; he was making choking 

liXeH accidentally swalh.wed the 

ighlcd end of Ins cigar. Primrose, who was .sitting in such 

a position tiiat her father could not see her face gave 

Norman a half-frightened, half-pleading look. So brilbant 

Teer 7 ability_a brilliance which amounted to 

sheer genius— that Norman fell a little pang. But he had 

aimthcr thrust for Sir Hastings which he‘co!ld not possibly 

Well. I suppose I’d belter be pushing off,” he said as 
he rose lithcly to his feet. “Many thanks for making me 
^o^^^comc. Squ.re. Oh, by the way. About the o“d 

“ The~old^ the stricken landowner. 

Norrnan serenely “'Thr'" "»‘™>Ted 

Hnli? 9 A property is yours, surclv Sir 

place?^’’ objections to my pottering about in the old 

“ No^r whatele^r” 
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Thanks a lot; I miglit like to use the mill as a spot tor 
undressing when I take a dip.” explained Norman, his eye? 
full of mischief. ” I’ve been in the river once and I found 
it in<)sl etjjoyable.” 

It wa<. indeed, the thrust direct. Norman knew that Sir 
Hastings 'I revor had had a hand in that murder scheme when 
he had been •secured, naked, in a weighted canvas sack and 
dro[)ped to llie bottom of Deadwater Deep. Sir Hastings, 
for his part, knew that Norman knew. Yet here they were, 
squire and visitor, ciiatting this and that, and keeping up 
the great pretence. 

” ril tell you what.” Primrose jumped up laughingly 
to her feet and ran across to Norman. ” We’II go to the 
old mill together and I’ll show you over it. Some of the 
()hl floors and stairways aren’t safe, and if you go by your- 
self yoti might break your neck.” 

” Impo-sible.” said Norman promptly. “My neck is 
gtiaranteed unbreakable. The truth is. it’s made of rubber, 
and accounts for my propensity for displaying a rude and 
unwarrantable interest in other people’s business. Hence 
the term— rubber neck. The patent is registered in my 
name.” 

Primrose laughed with infectious merriment, and as they 
passed out of the library and went out into the open sun- 
shin«‘. arm in arn>, tliey made a perfect picture of two young 
people going off on a carefree holiday jaunt. 

As they went through the gardens and across the 
strewn meadows, the girl kept up a happy chatter, and her 
sunny laughter did queer things to Norman’s blond pressure 
He knew well enough that she was acting and he was hlled 
with a great wonder. He was also fooled up to the eyebrows 
and his brain was on vacation, but he was unaware of these 


It was after they had plunged into the cool, shadoi^ in- 
terior of the old mill that Primrose Trevor changed. In the 
privacy of that old mellow ruin, she suddenly came to an 
abrupt halt and gripped both o 

white little hand^. He could fed the quivering of her sUm 

body rip|)ling down her arms 

“Oh. why did you torture Father like that , o 

per.-d tremulously. “Why did you openly dm lenge him. 
“Not openly. I rather thought I was subtle 
“ It makes no difference,” panted the g.r - 
to suffer. You don’t know what lies like 

She du.ddiTcd and crept closer to h.m. I m afra.d-so 

tcrriblv afraid! ” . , , tnnk 

Norman’s jaw became like a chunk of granite, and he tooK 


t 


AIISS DYNAMITE 


145 

her by the shoulders and then tilted her sweet face upwards 
until he was looking right down into her terrified blue eyes. 

“Listen to me. Primrose,” he said almost fiercely. ” i 
want to know the truth. You’re going to spill the whole 
works. This man isn’t really your father, is he? What 
hold has he got over you? 

Oh! 

It was a little sobbing cry of consternation and amaze- 
ment. Norman’s chin, after a brief struggle, ceased look- 
ing like a chunk of granite and became jellified. He could 
no longer resist the sweetly appealing lips which quivered 
so temptingly just beneath him. He look a swift nose dive. 
His bps pressed down upon hers; and she. far from with- 
drawing in simulated innocence, gripped his arms with pas- 
sionate fervour, pressed her quivering body closer to his and 
gave him the works Norman’s temperature rose to boiling 

point, and ^ he had been fitted with a steam gauge it would 
have e.xploded like a mine. 

His nose dive became an uncontrolled tailspin. and the 
crash could have been heard for miles. Norman was no 
rappi.t monk, and he had been kissed by girls before, and 
h> girls in certain quarters of tlic world where kisses arc 
guaranteed to raise blisters; but never had he experienced 
anything hke Primrose Trevor’s technique. After aLut two 

lava, and his wits, wliai remained of them, were scattered 
some m.les over the Essex border. scattered 

J 1 "'“]"“®''’, *“ 'I'sonlangle herself from the clinch and 

Sn of Gonir T* exact imperson- 

face and vnnt^li A \ , 's siiddcnly averted her 

ace and snuggled her blonde bead onto his chest. 

I’m your?- To .’r “Nothing else matters! 

y ur.. You re so big and strong — so brave* ” 

offish,?— 

cion. i3ut at the moment he was not himcplf tj • 

fp irt Zd°'i,'ru:'rL" aSlf " 

“'I74 "''’‘"l'' "'He'* 
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liaif ill shadow, and her expression was one of shy maidenly 
surrender. iS’orman Conquest felt about twice as big at 
usual, and tlie poor fathead hung on her words like any 
rustic hick. 

“ But you can’t help me,” she said tremulously. “ All I 
want you to do is to go away. I’m so — so afraid! Afraid 

for you! After wliat liappened last night ” 

‘‘\es,” said Norman. ‘‘What did happen last night?” 

It’s all like a dream — now,” she murmured, snuggling 
closer ti) him again. ” Those dreadful men locked me in a 
slc)reroom. and after they had gone I found that I could get 
out. The door was broken. I heard voices and crept along 
the passage and — and saw what was happening to you. Oh 
1 was so frightened! ” 

“ .So frightened that you saved my life? ” 

“ I found a stone and threw it at the lamp, and I hit the 
man on the head with a lump of wood I had picked up,” 
she continued. ” He didn’t even see me — neither did you. I 
just cut through your ropes and then ran out.” 

I’lie actions she was describing were the actions of the 
mysterit>us unknown person who had actually gone to Norman 
Contiuot’s help. She watched his face closely, and she was 
satisfied that he still believed that she was his rescuer. If 
he had been putty in her hands formerly, he was now a 
mere sponge, to be squeezed into any shape she- desired. 

“ The thing that happened last night might happen again,” 
-•aid Norman, trying to get some strength into his voice. 
“But I’m not likely to be caught napping twice, and you 
needn^t worry your head about me. You re the worry. Prim* 

rose. Your father ” 

‘‘ Plea'^c don't ask me any questions. 

“But hang it, you’ve got to tell me ” 

” I don’t know anything.” she interrupted breathlessly. 
“At lea‘-t. very little, i know that my father is mixed 
up in some criminal work, but I’ve never been able to find 
out what it Is. By day. everything is so calm and peacetiil 
and serene that I sometimes think I have been having night- 


mares, , , v • u •• 

Her slim body shook and there was a little catch in her 

at night, after everybody is asleep, that the strange 
things happen.” she whispered. “ Sangley my fathers sec- 
retary— the man who committed suicide— he was the cause 
of it all. He had Dad in hi- power, I believe He killed 

Sergeant Roper— killed him because he had .“‘W 

out.” This time she shuddered as though an icy chill baa 
struck her. “ At night, too, mysterious men come and go. 
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She looked up into his face pleadingly. “ Oh, I know you 

want to help me, but you can’t expect to fight them all single- 

handed. I m safe. They won’t harm me. Please go away 

—please forget everything you liavc seen and everything you 
suspect. Won’t you? ” ^ 

“ If you think ” 

“ For my sake? ” 

There was a world of tremulous appeal in her soft, cares- 
sing voice, and she looked up into Norman Conquest’s eyes 
m a manner that was calculated to melt the heart of an 
mcome tax inspector He wilted. It required every scrap 
01 Ills determined will to refuse her. 

In revealing the Cay Desperado as a human being, as 
distinct from a go-getter with a thriil-a-minute complex, judg- 
ment upon li.m must not he loo harsh. Admittedly, he had 
been as blind as a bat where Primrose was concerned from 
the very first; and now he was practically a total loss. 

worlds prize dumbell. have a go at admiring Primrose 

Trevor s incomparable genius. Her fiend’s heart was masked 
sessed. Matching her fairness was her cool, calculating 

kind of girl who could have sat in the executive chair of a 

Hant ", conducted it with smooth, bril- 

ant efficiency. Had she been a man, Norman’s guard would 

S hrh»d "" 'i. ''"'■■nine 

^ l«d 'ver seen; the very sight of her quickened his 

h“s br"ain'’'^Th« h""'' ^'"l'‘'r u- ' ? chloroform on 

his brain. That bosom pal of his, his trusty sixth sense went 

p":ros°; "" -‘hin ^^yaVr^f 

blightem hav“e Trief to '^epCa^rm/ fr™ m;“:ra,h'r::i: 

.Zoning -„o 7 ars! T rrit T Iq^Tihe^^ "?dTe", 

win tear Great^B;rd," v‘‘'::id: ’o;em-*^“‘"® 

No, no! you can’t — ” 

NorSn ■■thaff Ih: 

out now-before aZthin, hf J "> clear 

Whafs to prevent you "olg? 
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“ Oh. you don’t understand,” breathed Primrose tremul- 
ously. “ I can’t betray my own father — I can’t desert him. 
He is my father. God help him! And where can I go? I 
mean, williout Father knowing? I have friends all over the 
counir)’. hut I couldn’t ask them to keep my presence a 
secret. I’d need money too ” 

“ ou could get money, surely? ” 

1 told you that you didn’t understand.” said the girl, in 
a sad, low voice. ” Every thing looks so happy and homely 
at Bardlow Hall, hut if you only knew the truth . . . ! No, 
no. I can’t go away.” 

Norman decided not to press her. She was trembling now, 
and he was afraid that she might break down altogether — 
a fine tribute to her superb acting. 

“ Well. there’.> >omething else I wanted to ask you,” said 
Norman CoiKjue^t. on the brink of a plunge which, had he 
known its true significance, he would have cut his tongue 
out sooner than lake. “ What about the servants at the 
Hall? ” 

‘‘ I’m secretly frightened of Dawes,” replied Primrose 
promptly. Had she been less clever, she would have pretend- 
ed to know nothing ill about Dawes; but she was certain 
that Norman was ” on ” to the man, and it was good strategy 
to say that she feared him. ” I don^t think Dawes is an 
ordinary butler. I’ve never seen anything wrong, but I sort 
of feel that he and my father have secrets between them- 

” And the other servants? ” , r 

” Thcv’re all right— all of them,” said the girl. Most of 
them are from the village hereabouts. I’m not frightened of 
the servants,” she added, looking at him in surprise. Why 


do you ask? ” 

” I-i Mary .Stevens a local girl. 

” Wiiy. no.” This time Primrose’s surprise was genuine. 

“ She’s new. I’m very pleased with her tooj ” 

“ Then don’t be so pleased,” interrupted Norman, continu- 
ing his mile-a-minule plunge into the Gr^eat Betrayal of his 
staunch little pal. “I think you d better watch Mary 

Stevens.” _ „ 

“Watch her! Whatever do you mean' 

“ Until I know something more definite I d rather § 
into details.” answered Norman “ But can tel you this 

much: Mary Stevens is no ordinary parlour nmrade 

loves you just about as much as Herr Hitler loves Comrade 

this minute onward, the life of Joy E-rard was in 
deadly danger-thanks to the crass folly of Borman Con 
quest, the man whose life she had saved at the risk of her 
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own scarcely twelve hours ago! 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

The Scent of a Rose 

Primrose Trevor was utterly startled. 

She gave no hint of her inward agitation, however, and the 
silence between her and Norman Conquest, which followed, 
and which lasted for some moment>, was partly due to the 
fact that Norman himself was beginning to regret that he 
had mentioned “ Mary Stevens." After all, he really knew 
nothing against the girl except that she slipped ridiculous 
messages into half-pounds of butter. She could hardly be a 
fully fledged member of the oflicial opposition, or she would 
not have gone to such pains to >end her warning message. 
And the message was a warning against Primrose, of all 
people! It simply didn’t make sense. 

Primrose’s own thoughts were up in the nineties. She 
had scarcely given the new parlour maid two thougllt^ since 
she had engaged her — except to register full marks for the 
girl’s neatness and all-round efficiency. She suddenly re- 
membered that she had been rather careless about Mary’s 
references. She had checked them, it was true, and she 
had phoned to the girl’s former employer in Clacton-on-Sea. 
perything had seemed all right. Was it possible that she 
had been “ planted ’’ in the house? If so, by whom? Scot- 
land Yard? Primrose’s thoughts soaied into tlie liundred- 
Rod-lens. Perhaps that apple-checked Inspector Williams, 
who had looked so friendly, hadn’t accepted the glib theory 
that Sangley had committed suicide! 

Why do you say that Mary Stevens doesn’t like me? ” 
asked Primrose suddenly. 

„ ^ ^ ” Norman paused and laughed. 

Skip it. I don’t even know the girl; haven’t even seen 
it a hunch. The clianccs are. I’m wrong. Let’s 
to the more important subject of you. If only you 
could get completely away from this place and leave me 
a clear field- " 

But Primrose was as clever as ever. She had professed 
ner love for Norman Conquest; she had him well and truly 
ou the siring, and she was artist enough to know just how 
^ 8®; Before he could stop her, she had run out of 

e mill into the vUnshine. Norman subconsciously noticed 
tuat everything in the old place had an air of neglect and 
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decay. lie knew quite well that it would be 


had iVougM x; 

at u-n ,ak"‘, "e “> ><=- 


a waste of time 

this 

y tell tale traces. -- leave 

Ho found Primrose, looking more ravishing than ever 

■•tanditig by the lock. Her smile, when she turned towards 

him was the gay. happy Muilc of a girl who hadn’t a care 
in the world. 

“ It’s been nice, showing you ..vcr the mill. Mr. Conquest.” 
5^ne deimirely. 

Norman, staring straight at Jier, “is the 

big ideal' 

Her eyes flasiied a brief warning signal. 

” I shall have to go— really.” she said in a low voice. “ If 
Dad thought you were getting too friendly with me . . . 
Please understand! ” 

itii a light laugh she ran off across the meadows towards 
Bardlow Hall. Norman watched her go with a feeling of 
mingled disappointment and relief. The remembrance of 
lltat kiss caused his toenails to assume a permanent wave, 
and some unsuspected heating apparatus in. his interior 
mechanism was raising the temperature of his blood to boil- 
ing point. At tlie same time, he was worried. He felt that 
the presence of this girl, living right in amongst the opposi- 
tion. was going to cramp his style more than somewhat. It 
was a problem which would have to be dealt with in due 


course. 

Meanwhile, he was cursing himself for making Primrose 
uneasy about that young chump of a parlour maid. He 
frowned with irritation. There was something all wrong 
about that butter incident. Such an absurd, melodramatic 
warning — absurd, because anybody with half an eye should 
know that Primrose Trevor was a gift from heaven rather 
than a product of hcdl: melodramatic, because it didn’t ring 
true. Servant girls, who wished to knock their mistresses, 
just didn’t act as this girl had acted. 

Norman returned to the mill, and for his own satisfaction 
e.xplored it from dusty cellars to cobwebby attics. It was. 
as Primrose bad said, in a state of advanced decay in spots, 
and caution was necessary unless one was looking for a 
broken leg. Some of the upper floors were so rotten that 
they would not bear the weight of a child. 

It was the ground floor which interested Norman, P®*"*** 
cularly the chambers containing the grinding stones, and the 
rusty mechanism. The cellars, to, came in for a careful 
inspection. He remembered how, on one occasion, he had 
intercepted a parcel of jewels, the loot of the Hotel Supreme 
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robbery, on its way under water from a moored barge to the 
wall of the old mill. A certain section of the cellar wall 
was next to the river; but, explore as he miglit, he could 
find no metliod by which the parcel could have found its 
way through. 

Feeling more dissatisfied than ever, he returned to the 
sun>lnne and strolled into the village. Here he renewed his 
acquaintance with Mr. Reeves, the landlord of tlie Red 
Lion; he chatted with the girl in the post office, and the 
aged proprietor of the tobacconist’s shop, and by the time 
he returned to his caravan he was in possession of some 
interesting information. 

The rose man’s name was Matthew Rlayne, and his charm* 
ing little home was known as Dawn Cottage. He was a 
retired civil servant, and he had lived in Great Bardlow on 
a modest but comfortable pension for the last seven or eight 
years. His cottage was “ dune ” daily by a lady who re- 
joiced in the name of Mrs. Martha Rudd, and who was 
the village carpenter’s wife. 

All very respectable. All very comnumplace. If one 
takes the trouble to look, one can find retired civil servants 
living on comfortable pensions in almost every square mile 
of the British Isles. The countryside, in fact, is congested 
with tliem, and fresh supplies are being unleashed monthly 
by a kindly government. 

Matthew Blayne apparently lived for his roses. When 
autumn came he virtually hibernated until the following 
spring, and during the summer months his cottage was more 
of less superfluous, except as a kind of shelter, to bp dodged 
into when it rained. 

Why should a man like this, so harmless and rose crazy, 
allow stark fear to leap out of his eyes at the moment of 
his recognition of Norman Conquest? If he was as respect- 
able as he appeared to be, Norman would have had less 
effect upon him than a passing bee. 

And those hands! 


Hands with the sensitive, delicate fingers of a craftsman— 
an artist— a composer, yes. A gardener, no. Your true rose 
grower he who lives for nothing else, is utterly contemptu* 

and :anCrnrscateT= 


Norman Conquest found his thoughts straying constantly 
towards Mr Blayne during the day. He appeared to be 
frankly loafing, but he made one or two interesting prepa- 

thorhf T Mandeville Livingstone 

thought he was indulging in a nap. Norman had made un 

his mind to investigate Mr.' Blayne and Mr. Blayne’s cottage 


152 


MISS DYNAMITE 


— ami it was something more than a hunch. 

Ill the early evening Norman took another stroll to the 
village. As he had expected Matthew Blayne was in his 
ganlen. puttering about among the roses. Mr. Blayne was 
facing the road and he saw Norman at once. His cheery 
hand wave was so prompt, in fact, that one might have sup- 
posed that he had been watching for Norman’s appearance. 

“ All. Mr. Conquest, coming to have another look at my 
roses? ” said Blayne genially. 

Norman opened tlic gate and walked right in, meeting 
Blayne in the middle of the little lawn. His quick eye had 
noted tliat the front door of the cottage stood wide open, 
and he knew — because lie had taken the trouble to find out 


— that Mrs. Martha Rudd had left over an hour ago. 

“ That little chat we had this morning, neighbour, made 
me rose-conscious,” remarked Norman, with a smile. “ I’ve 
always known, of course, that roses are beautiful flowers; 
but until you gave me your bigb-pressure talk 1 had had 
no idea tliat they were of far more importance than the 
situation in Central Europe, and the Far East. Incident- 


ally. feast your eyes on this posy.” 

He produced a red rose of such exquisite, velvety perfec- 
tion that Matthew Blayne gave a chirrup of delight, dropped 
his gardening tools, and adjusted his spectacles. He took 
the rose from Norman’s hand almost reverently. 

" This is indeed a magnificent bloom.” he said enthusias- 
tically. ” I didn’t know that such prize specimens were to 
be obtained in the village.” 

“ If you think it looks nice, brother, wait until you get a 
smell of its perfume! ” said Norman. “ Unique is the word. 

I’ve smelt a few roses in my time ” . 

He paused. Mr. Blayne. after a tentative sniff, had given 
a little start. Now he w’as burying his nose into the flower 

and deeply sniffing its exotic fragrance. 

“But this is amazing!” he exclaimed, almost excitedly. 

“ Uuiriue is indeed the right word. Mr. Conquest. * 
growing roses for twenty years, and I have never Produced 
onr with this peciiliarly powerful ^scent. May I be permitted 
to know wlierc you obtained it? 

Norman laughed. ,, 

“ Y<m’ll probably kirk me out of your garden Mr. ^^yM, 

but it’s onlv my tun.” he ehttekled. "I “"f 

your opinion of Sir Hastings Trevor’s rose garden is low m 

the extreme. I eoiildn't resist the temptation to pluck one 

of ilie <^qinre^s roses and brinp it . , , 

“Indeed!” Mr. Blayne spoke coldly. I certainly had 

no idea that Sir Hastings grew such wonderful roses as thi- 
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He suddenly broke into a laugh. “ After all, you caught 
me very neatly, didn’t you? I admit that I have expressed 

a prejudiced opinion of Trevor’s roses Really, I’m sorry 

How extraordinary! I’m afraid I don’t feel quite well.” 

He had taken his pipe from his mouth, and he would have 
fallen if Norman Conquest had not caught him as he was 
saying this. His knees began to sag. 

” You’ve been in the sun too long.” 

“ No. The sun never affects me ” Blayne made a 

tentative move toward'; the house. “ Do you mind? I feel 
quite dizzy and faint.” 

Norman recovered Blayne’s pipe just as it was falling from 
his hand and propelled him through the rambler*clad porch 
into the neat, tiled hall. The door of the living room stood 
wide open, and Norman steered the now half-fainting man 
to a chair. In just ten seconds Blayne sank back, definitely 
“ out.” 

” Many thanks, brother,” murmured Norman Conquest 
coolly. 

He carefully placed Blayne’s pipe on a little table near!)y. 
He looked at his watch. Blayne had taken a satisfactorily 
deep sniff of the rose and its cunningly concealed ” knock- 
out ” brew. Norman had the cottage to himself for five 
minutes at the least, or ten minutes at the most. By that 
time the last of the vapour would have evaporated from the 
rose and it could be examined with impunity. 

The Gay Desperado’s first task was to open his pocket- 
book and remove a sheet of prepared paper. It was stiff, 
almost like cardboard, with a slightly waxy surface. Care- 
fully, but with speed, he pressed the unconscious man’s finger- 
tips to the prepared paper. First one hand and then the 
other. Blayne’s fingers showed no trace, and yet the im- 
pressions were perfect. 

Sli^pping the paper back into his porkelbook. Norman took 
another look at his watch and then closed the front door, 
four and a half minutes left. He made a quick tour of the 
cottage— a brief enough task, for there were only three down- 
stairs rooms— the silting room, a big, comfortable living room- 
cum-kitchcn. and a spacious scullery. Upstairs. Blavne’s 
own bedroom in the front of the house, a plainly furnished 
guest bedroom at the rear, and a lumber room. There was 
aJso a small, well-equipped bathroom. 

Everything was very neat, very clean, and very much as 

you would epecl to find in the cottage home of a retired 
bachelor civil servant. 

Norman was not disappointed— yet. He had expected to 
find everything normal. Mrs. Rudd came into this house 
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every day, and Blayne’s very openness indicated that he had 
nothing whatever to hide. Perhaps he hadn’t. Perhaps 
Norman’s suspicions were just plain cuckoo. 

There was definitely nothing upstairs. Not even an attic, 
or a locked room which Blayne might have labelled “ pri- 
vate ” from the daily woman. Just two minutes left. 

.Norman gave Blayne a quick glance and was satisfied. His 
eyes roved like searchlights over the neat furniture of the 
sitting room. No time to go through the drawers or cup- 
hoards. He went hack to the sprawling kitchen and then 
had another look into the scullery. A big rush mat in the 
middle of tlic scullery’s stone floor caught his eye. He 
moved it. Un<lerneath, a square wooden trap, with a sunken 
rim. Norman heaved up the trap and flashed his electric 
light. 

Just a well such as nine country cottages out of ten pos- 
sess. Tlie light flashed on the water far below at the bottom 
of liie circular shaft. He closed the trap, replaced the rush 
mat. and was about to go out when his eye caught a ladder, 
fixed to the wall in a dark corner. He flashed his torch. 
At the top of the ladder there was a square trap, obviously 
leading to a loft. 

Less than a minute left. 

He ran lightly up the ladder, pushed open the trap, and 
swung his light round. A loft, sure enough — a loft half- 
filled with rubbish and with dust lying thickly. Nobody 
had been in this loft for weeks. 

He lowered the trap, and was on the point of descending 
when his eyes were attracted by a curious detail. The 
ladfler was not fixed to the wall, but it hung on two metal 
projcrlions which were slolted. There were hooks on the 
ladder to fall into the slots. Both hooks and slots were 
shiny. Peculiar that this ladder should be moved so fre- 
quently. Perhaps Mrs. Rudd used it for cleaning windows 
and other «'dd jobs about the house. 

Norman hurried back to the front room. The last tew 
seconds of the five minutes had ticked away. Matthew Blayne 

had not altered his position. , ,, , u l j 

When he stirred, just a minute and a half later, he had 
no feeling of faintness— no consciousness of any lapse^ ol 
time. The front door was still wide open and Blayne s pipe, 
with smoke curling lazily from the bowl, was in his hand. 
Norman Conque.st was standing at the sideboard pouring out 

some whisky. r . ff" 

“ Thought you’d rallv round with a drop of <his stuC.^ 

fiaid Norman leisurely- ‘^Feeling belter now, ^Mr- Blayne, 

I thoiiglit you were going to pass right out. 
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Blayne took the whisky and sipped some of it. His liot 
pipe was uncomfortable and he put it on the table. Every- 
thing he saw indicated that he and Norman had only just 
entered the room. The dizziness had passed, and there were 
no after effects. 

'* Well, really, it’s most extraordinary.” said Blayne, in a 
tone of annoyance, as he rose to hi> feet. " I can’t under- 
stand what came over me. T’vc never had a dizzy spell in 
all my life.” 

There s always got to be a first time.” laughed Norman, 
as he 3J^d^ his host strolled out into the little garden once 
more. '\ou know, this sun is pretty strong and you might 
easily have caught a touch of it. What happened to that 
prize rose of mine? Ah. here it U:* 

• Blayne had dropped 

It. and Norman took a deep sniff and then slipped the rose 
into Blayne’s lapel buttonhole. 

you’d like to keep it? ” he suggested dryly. 

With a chuckle he went on his way, and Matthew Blayne 

stood looking after him with a curiously intense cxpre«-ion 

in his eyes There was fear too— but no definite suspicion. 

Nothing had happened, as far as Blayne knew, to indicate 

that Norman Conquest was specifically interested in him or 
the cottage. 

"Damn him! ” muttered Blayne. plucking tl,e rose from 
his lapel and ^staring at it. “Was it just a joke, or is he 
eilhpV helieve^he got this rose from the Hall garden, 

years! ” couldn t grow roses like this in a hundred 

^°'r*** wncertainly were sown in his mind, 

Lcert.^ Tt. doubtful and equally 

uncertain. Perhaps the rose man was okay, after all If 

he hfd" ; “t l^ast determine if 

ne had a criminal record. Some distance up the lane 

Norman paused and jumped lightly to the top of the bank 

o examine some wild creepers. The winding ^nature of the 

ane was apt to give one a false idea of distances In order 

O ge, .« Bardlow Hall, one had ,o enter .Kc village and 

ake another road. A full mile, at least. By looking over 

:i:;.jht^^Ha^r3 -t:air;':^tVnt^^^^ 

Prepare supper for ten o’clock, goodly knave” said 

■“ -"P “I “ ‘He zt 

Urin^«™e. ^“"’'"Here. guv’nor? " asked Mandeville 
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ti Norman. “I don’t suppose 

here 11 be any trouble a( this end, but don’t stray far from 

the ancestral doo^tep, and keep your eyes skinned arfd your 
ears uncorked. We live in stirring times, Brother Mandy, 
but have a fancy for doing most of the stirring myself. 
I don t want to come bark and find that the opposition has 
converted you into a mere memory,” 

The little man scratched his ear. 

“Tliis opposition you keep talking about, guv’nor,” he 
said, puzzled. “ I don’t seem to catch on. There’s been 
dirty work, as you might say, because Sergeant Roper was 
snuffed out. But that Mr. Sangley man killed him and then 
Mr. Sangley committed suicide. Is there anybody else? ” 

“ And how! ” laughed Norman, as he climbed into the big 
Packard. “ But I don’t think they care much for the colour 
of your blood. Mandeville. It’s mine they want to analyze.” 

He was off before the little ex-tramp could ask any fur* 
ther questions. His ” run ” took him straight to London 
and to Scotland Yard. During the journey he had kept 
constant vigilance, hut nothing untowards had happened. At 
police headquarters he presented himself to Chief Inspector 
Williams. 

“ So this. Bill, is where you fill up your Littlewoods’ ? ” 
observed .Norman courteously, as he cast an eye round the 
severely plain office. “ I don’t think I like it. Haven’t they 
forgotten the rich pile carpet and the Dunlopillo chairs? A 
man of your prominence ” 

” You haven’t come liere to talk about my furniture.” in- 
terrupted Mr. William-^, casting a speculative eye over the 

tall, lithe form of his visitor. “ What’s the trouble. Conquest? 

... • 


you 


Is it really necessar>’ to shift all those things so that 
can sit on the corner of my desk? ” 

Do me a favour. Sweet William.” Norman carefully 


it 


placed the sheet of prepared paper on the inspector’s blot- 
ting pad. “ Fingerprints. Perfect specimens, though I say 
it myself. I have half an idea that the chap may be on 
your visiting list. Can you instruct certain of your hire- 
lings to give these the official once over? ” 

“ Whose fingerprints are they? ” 

“ That’s what I’m asking you to tell me.” 

“ I mean, where did you get them? ” 

” If you’re going to spoil everything by being inquisitive, 
I '•hall liave to take them to some other firm.” said Norman 
tlireateningly. “ I come here, putting business right in your 

hands, and all you can do ” . 

" All right— all right,” interrupted Mr. Williams patiently. 
” We won’t argue.” He pressed a button and thereby set 
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certain machinery in motion. “ Are you going to wait, or 
shall I deliver the information in a plain van? ” 

Norman Conquest grinned. 

“ Bill, you’re improving,” he said, helping himself to one 
of the inspector’s cigarettes. “ If it’s all the same to you. 
I’ll wait.” 

During the interval of waiting, Mr. Williams was very 

polite and very pleasant; and all the time he kept a wary 

eye on his visitor. What was Conquest doing with himself 

these days? Still down at Great Bardlow? Well, well! 

Not that Trevor girl, surely? Mr. Williams, ruminating, 

observed that he had an impression that Norman was already 

tied up with the Everard girl. 

“ I’ll trouble you,” said Norman, almost savagely, ‘‘ to 

mind your own damned business! ” 

He regretted the outburst as soon as he had uttered it, 

for he was by nature an even-tempered and. indeed, sunny 

dispositioned young man. But that reference to Joy had 

jolted his conscience like a red-hot needle in a decayed tooth 

He was thoroughly aware of the fact that he had, of late 

allowed young Pixie to drift right out of his memory. The 

^ .1 ,.ll. , a was that he had the skids on 

and didn t know it. 

There was a sticky silence for the rest of the wait. Mr. 
Williams was reflecting on the fickleness of youth and 
Norman was inwardly cursing himself for having spoken to 
the apple-cheeked inspector so rudely, 

A" placed some- 

thing on Mr. Williams’ desk. Williams gave a casual look 

throttled" suggested that he was being 

”CarMvright!” he gurgled thickly. 

Norman beamed; he was charmed with the reaction. 
i< yours? he suggested, 

Tncr,..?'" * fingerprints? ” demanded 

Inspector Williams rising from his chair and clutching at 

Normans arm Look here. Conquest! I don’t want any 

of your blasted nonsense! You’re going to tell me ” ^ 

No need to get so excited, brother.” drawled Norman 

I know where CarUvright is and he’s staying pm Are 

you anxious to meet him by the way? It’s a bit^thick to 

nretonH™? T ^ou get that paper you 

man IS. Only the cleverest diamond faker ever known to 
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the police! 

“Tell me more!” murmured Norman happily. “Bill, I 
never suspected that your voice could contain such music! " 
So his hunch about Matthew Blayne had rung the bell! 

“ Tlicse fingerprints are undoubtedly those of William 
Charles ‘ Joburg ’ Cartwright.” said Williams slowly. “ Born 
in johanneshurg. he has been ‘ in ’ diamonds all his life. 
Until he was twenty-five he was a respectable clerk in the 
offices of the De Beers Company. Then he got mixed up 
in an I.D.B. job. but nothing was proved against him. 
Drifted to Amsterdam and learned the mechanics of diamond 
cutting and the handling of precious stones generally. After 
tliaf he drifted some more — the wrong way. For years he 
worked for certain London fences, recutting stolen stones. 
He was sent down in 1915 f»>r seven years.” The inspector 
wa'i consulting the do-^sier. “Sentenced again in 1922 for 
a ten-year strelcli. Out on ticket in 1930 — and has never 
been heard of since.” 

“ Utifil now.” supplied Norman gently. 

Williams looked at him hard. 

.And you’re ru-ticating in a sleepy Suffolk village, and 

find Cartwright living there under another name ” 

Did I say that? ” drawled Norman. 

Tliink I’m dumb? ” rapped out Mr. Williams, rising to 
feet again. “ By Cod! Is Cartwright mixed up in the 
Racket? ” 

What Big Racket? ” asked Norman innocently. 

Don’t pull any of that bahy-face stuff on me. Conquest 
—I’m not in the mood for it.” growled tlie inspector. “ You 
know exactly what I mean. All the precious stones that 
have been stolen in big jobs for years past have never been 
traced. Conquest, you've got to tell me where Cartwright 
U and what he’s doing— or pretending to do. You’re not 
staving down at Great Bardlow for your health 

“How right you are. Bill.” said Norman. “ Great Bard- 
low. in my' experience, is ju-^t about as healthy as a Guate- 
malan snake swamp.” - i ■ i »» 

“ You ’re not staying there on account of that girl, either, 

continued Williams. “What about that diamond earring you 
gave me the day after Roper was murdered? That was part 
of Lady I.aunceston-Bevan's jewels, worth eighty thousand 
pounds, stolen .ome weeks ago. Roper knew something and 
the fool kept if to himself— and he’s dead. ^ He looked 
straight into Norman’s calm, half-amused eyes You Know 
a hell of a lot more. Conquest! I’m coming back with you 
to Bardlow ” 


his 

Big 


<« 


“ Better think again. Bill.” 
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“ You can’t withhold vital information,” protested the in- 
spector almost excitedly. " You’re the most damnably exas- 
perating young fellow I ever set eyes on! You’re never 
satisfied unless you’re playing games! The people behind 
this big racket have made the greatest clean-up since Morgan 
sacked the Spanish Main, and we’ve never been able to gel 

a line on them. If you can help ” 

I^can help plenty — but in my own way — and at my own 
time, drawled the Gay Desperado, flicking a cigarette into 
his mouth and snapping his lighter info flame. “ Bring your 
'-torm troops down to Great Bardlow and you won’t get a 

smell ^of Cartwright or anybody else. Give me a day or two, 

and I’ll hand you Cartwricht on a plate” 

“ But ” 

“I’ll he even more generous.” promised Norman, seltin" 
hjs cigarette at a rakish angle, his quartz-gray eyes glinting 
into the inspector’s like chips of ice. " I’)l make it a dish, 

Bill, and the dish will also contain the ringleader of the 

Big Racket.” 

He nodded a careless good-bye and strolled out. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
Primrose Sees the Light 

Dinner at Bardlow Hall, that evening, was the usual happy, 
carefree meal. There were one or two casual guests, and 

PeZr/ T"'''’ 'I'an she had ever been. 

1 ^ cloaking the fact that her mind wi, not 

fill eye on Joy Everard. who was going ahont her duties with 
all her customary <mooth ability. 

Discermng as Primrose’s experienced eyes were, she could 
not see how this slight, elfin-faced girl could he dangerous 
Hitherto ,he had regarded “ Mary Stevens ” as just a sep 

Even ®at llm'^ S"'™ her face any attention, 

tven at the opening interview she had only given the new 

-a il:to?y“’'‘’S ”"r '■“'1 ^PP-ance 

Prirnr^ * T j and servant girls went and 

Primrose had more important things on her mind But to 

Now ,, "o'? PPPP^PPhy to observe “ Mary Steven" " 

Now. a dinner. Primrose was troubled by a vague 
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And Primrose was so disturbed that, as soon as the guests 
liad gone, she joined her father in the library and tlirew off 
her mask of gay girlish liappiness. She effected such a 
quick change that Sir Hastings, himself intensely worried, 
wa*; inclined to adopt a superior tone. 

“ You see? ” he said harshly. “ I’m not the only one with 
nerves. I’ve never known you to act like this, Primrose. 
This damnable Comiuest has got us both down. Why don’t 
you seriously consider the question I made this morning? 

There’s time for us to destroy the evidence ” 

*' I’m not thinking about Conquest,” interrupted Primrose, 
frowning. ” It’s this Stevens girl. Why did Conquest warn 
me against her? If she is associated with the police. Con* 
quest would have known, and he would have protected her 

Hut would he? ” she asked suddenly. “ Conquest hales 

the police. He’s as much against them as we are. He always 
plays a lone hand.” 

Sir Hastings coughed. 

” .\'ol always.” He hesitated. “ I seem to remember some- 
thing of tlie Voegler affair. There was a girl *' 

A girl?” “ . .. r. 

Ve« Conquest had a girl with him. Everest, or Ever- 

more, or something. But it’s absurd. Conquest wouldn’t 

double-cross his own ’ , « i 

“Wait— wait! ” Primrose’s voice was sharp, and »er ey«s 
were twin points of intensity. “Remember the mght I had 

to shoot Sangley? 


1 1 


n 


Really. Primrose, there’s no need to remind me- 
“While you were upstairs with that Scotland Yard man. 
vYilliams. I took Conquest outside and made him believe that 
I was half-fainting with fright. He kissed me. A car came 


W 


It* 


me 


It 


up and there was a girl in 

“Yes. I remember you telling .... 

“I didn’t see her because of the glare of the headlights, 
and I ran indoors immediately.” continued Primrose. He 
called her Pixie, and said he had .old her no. ,o come 
God’ She saw him kissing me and she wouldn t let h 

talk .o her. The car was off a momen. wt. 

to a drawer and took out a little writing block 
had made a note. She lifted the receiver of ord,n«y 
telephone and dialled a Clacton-on-Sea number. Her 
was calm and unruffled as she waited. 

“Miss Bloom?” she said sweetly. 1 see. 

Blis.^? Could 1 have a word with Pixie. , Stevens 

She tensed herself. This wa= the test. 
had given Miss Bloom and Miss Bliss as her former 


Miss 


tt 


em- 
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ployers. H the girl's reference's were genuine, these good 
people would know nothing about a person called " I'ixie.” 
“You mean Mis- Everard? ’’ came a gentle voice. “ l’»o 

itiet o* If *..11 


6 
she 


VIAIAJV' C4 

afraid she’s away just at present. If you’ll tell me 

*■ Oh. it’s all right.” said Primrose, in her mo.*-! charmin 
voice. “ She told me she was going away, but I thought 
would be back by now. I’m one of her girl friends. It 

doesn’t matter at all.” 

She hung up before the kindly Miss Bli^s could ask any 
further questions; and her face was distorted with fury and 
mystification. 

“Everard! That’s the name — joy Everard! I rememher 
now,” she said tensely. “ There’s something damned funny 
about this. Dad! ” 

You call it funny? ” asked her father, his voice ri>ing 
shrill. “Conquest’s girl friend planted right inside our 

house! ” The sweat began to ooze out of him. “ Didn’t I 
tell you that we’re sitting on a ton of dynamite? Heaven 
alone knows what she has found out! ” 

“Whatever she has found out. she has kept it to herself” 
retorted Primrose coldly. “Thai’s what I can’t understand. 
If she was in cahoots with Conquest he would have kept 
quiet about her— even to me. Besides, it’s all wrong. It 

doesn’t add up. Conquest doesn’t do things in this slipshod 
way. The girl doesn't even make any attempt to cover up! ” 
“There’s no accounting for anything that this young devil 
does, said Sir Hastings hoarsely. “ He’s reckless. He just 
doesn t give a damn. I’ve been reading up ” 

“ She comes here as Mary Stevens and gives me references 
from these Bloom and Bliss creatures,” continued Primrose 
concentrating so deeply that she ignored her father’s inter- 
ruption And she does this the very day after she had 
found Conquest ki.sing me! Did you put that advertisement 
in the local paper as I asked you? ” 

She did not wait for his reply. 

“ Dad. I’ve got it! ” She laughed with relief. “When that 
girl came here, pretending to be a maid, she merely thought 
that Conquest had fallen for me and was giving her lAe 

why she made no attempt to cover up» ” 

“"^^erstand one another! ” said her 
father, dabbing his forehead nervously. “ I dare say ymi’re 

tioi’’ Vr "TP f'B'''- But does it improve the posi- 

W here I m eoneerned, she’s ten times as clever as Con 
quest interrupted Primrose with conviction. “ I fooled him 
but I Itaven’t fooled her. She knows that I’m invoWed wiTh 
6 
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and that’s why she gave Conquest a secret 
warning against me.” A light of complete understanding 

Mazed in lu r eyes like an unholy fire. “Get it. Dad? It 
was tins Pixie gui who cut Conquest free tlie other night. 
Slie mu t have trailed me from the house and she knew that 
the altaik on me was a fake. Conquest sensed that it was 
a girl ^vho had helped him, although he saw nothing owing 
to the rlarkness. .Vnd lie thought I was the one! ” 

“ Good God. Primrose, this is ghastly! ” bleated Sir 

Hastings, all his nerve- in tatte^^. “ Conquest is as dan- 
gerous as hell, but he’s only been guessing. This girl 

kno.Ls! ” 

“ But she hadn’t told him — yet! ” flashed Primrose. 
“ TliaJ’s where we score.” 

She lit a cigarette jerkily — a sure sign that her iron will 
was affected. Young ladies in the best circles are not sup- 
posed to sweat, but Primrose was beginning to sweat now. 
She and her father, between them, were filling the room 
with B.O. 

" This little twit of a girl, because her pride is hurl, fakes 
her wuy into our house as a maid-ervant and she might have 
•summed up tlie whole works,” said Primrose, closely re- 

.-^embling the Wicked Queen in ” Snow White and the Seven 
Dwarfs,” after she had changed into a witch. But were 
in time. Dad. We’re just in lime. She knows so much that 
she’s got to vanish — tonight! ” 

“Listen. Primro e! You’re not suggesting 

Primrose touched the bell push. 

“Roper knew ton mu<b. and you know what happened to 
him ” she said composedly. ” This girl knows that Conquest 
is on a real job; she knows that be has been fool enough to 
fall for me. She’s through. It’s only her pride that has 
.aved us so far. If her pride hadn’t been hurt she would 
have gone to Conquer and spilled the whole set-up. At any 
minute she might change her mind and were not taking any 


chances.” , , , 

The door opened and the butler enlereti. 

“ Come in. Dawes.” said Primrose evenlv. 

He knew what that meant. He closed the door so that n 
word of the ensuing conversation could reach the hall. 

“Do you know where Mary Stevens is. ,.„.n5ncr 

“Tlie new parlour maid, miss? Up tairs. I think, tu g 


down the beds.” 


“ Bring her 
Ther'* was 
once, Dawes 
aiul dropped 


. - .1 ► tnr 

such cold venom in Primroses voice that, tor 
forgot the inexorable rule of the organization 
the hutlcr-and-mistress attitude. 


4 
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“ Bring lic-r here! ” he repeated, liis eyes opening wide. 
Wliy, what’s wrong with the girl? ” 

“Plenty! Slie’s not as irinocciii a- she looks. Bring her 
here, and he careful. She’s dangeious. That’s all. 

“You don’t mean she’s mixed up with Contpicsl?” asked 
Dawes Ijoarsely. “ Why, she’s not that sort ” 

“ Dawes! ” 

“ Ve^ Miss Primrose.” muttered Dawes. siifTening. 

In a very butler-like way he went out of ih»' room, closing 
the door. In the empty hall he cursed tlie regulation whiili 
forbade familiarity. Primrose had not told him that the 
parlour maid was connected with Norman Conquest, hut he 
was good at guessing. 

He went upstairs quickly. He had had a lascivious eye on 
Mary ever since she had arrived, and although she had re- 
buffed his tentative advances on two or three occasions he 
had still been hoping for tlie best. Tlie knowledge that she 
was something more than a maidservant gave him a nasty- 
jolt. 

On the landing he saw that the door of Primrose’s bed- 
room was wide open and there was a light in the room. A 
little metallic slithery sound told him that Joy was pulling 

curtains. He lounged into the doorway. 

Finished here, Mary? ” he asked carelessly. “ You're 
wanted downstairs.” 


Joy turned with a bright smile. 

” Shan’t be a tick.” 

And her heart changed gear. Ever since dinnertime she 
had been on the feather-edge of alertness, and the careless- 
ness m Dawes voice was overdone. She would have noiieed 
It at any time; but just now it acted on her very much as a 
thunderclap might have done. She fiddled with the curtains. 

During dinner she had been aware of an electric tension. 
Se^eral limes during the day, in fact, she had caught Prim- 
rose (j^avertly watching her. At dinner. Primrose’s watchful- 
ness had been intensified, although she had striven hard to 
conceal her attentions. 

Now Dawes came and spoke like a ham actor! To a -Jr] 
of Joy Everards speediness of wit. plus her trainin-"at 
Norman Conquests hands, the signs were ominous. ' 

she yindow. picked up a feather duster 
she had been iring. and went lowanls the door. She pre- 

. * but she saw that his eves 

were full of a light they had never before contained. Leerin-' 
admiration yes. Obscene desire, yes. He had looked n't 
her in such ways many times since her arrival But now 
his eyes burned with ill-concealed su.=picion and antagonism 
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They don’t usually want me at this time of the evening,” 
said Joy lightly. “ What am I on the carpet for? ” 

How slioiihl I know? ” retorted Dawes, taking a fami- 
liar grip oil her slim arm. “ Tlie mistress says she wants * 
yon in the library. I didn't say you were on tlie carpel.” 

-Again lliat careless note. Again it was overdone. The 
mans disclaimer was significant; he was trying to put her 
at lier case. And at the same time his grip on her arm 
tightened. 

Dawes, after all. was a clumsy fool. Primrose Trevor 
should never have tru-led him with the task. Joy. fully 
iinilerstanding the <langers of this house, knew, with a cer- 
tainty that crashed like an explosion, that slie was ” rumbled.” 
Slu* was being taken downstairs to that soundproof library 
to he grilled. Her sixth sense, which was as acutely deve- 
Jojied as Norman’s, told her that this was the psychological 
moment for her to quit. Failure to do so of her own accord 
would result in her making a totally different kind of exit 
— a swift, permanent exit of Primrose Trevor’s contriving. 

In a word, it was time for Joy to resume the ansrfiluss 
with Norman Conquest. 

Dawes still held her arm as they moved towards the top ^ 
of the wide staircase. Here, where there was a chance that 
other domestics might see them, he loosened his grip. It 
wa- ail Joy needed. .As they commenced to descend the 
stairs, she deftly hooked her little foot round the butler’s 
ankle as the latter was taking his first downward step. 

It was beautiful to see. 

Dawes, utterly unprepared for the move, tripped and took 
a headlong plunge. He was on the inside of the staircase 
and there was no bannister for him to clutch. His hand 
slithered uselessly asainst the wall. 

Thud! Bump! Crash! 

Dawes' took the stairs mainly on his left ear. It took him 
about five seconds to reach the hard floor at the no'*”"™; 
and he had only touched a stair or two. But how he had 
touched! There was a large mat at the bottom and Dawes 
spread himself out on it. a total loss. ^ 

Primrose and her father, attracted by the ominous sound^ 
—Primrose had deliberately left the library door m 

order to give it a careless look— ran om at once. Ihey 
found Dawes of no immediate use as a biiller. ^ 

heavy man and that fall had altered his shape considerably. 

His left leg was twisted underneath him in such an unnatural 
attitude that it was very obviously broken. Blood was 
>trcaming from a gash in the side of his scalp and his lett 
ear was nearly torn from its moorings. Nothing was now 
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needed but a shovel and a sack. 

“The girl!” hissed Primrose between her teeth. 

“ Where? ” babbled her father. 

She made no attempt to answer the footling question. 
She left Sir Hastings to attend Dawes— a fat lot of good 
doing that — and raced upstairs. After she had searched the 
house from top to bottom, she was inclined to echo her 
father’s query. Where? 

Mary Stevens had quit her job without notice. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

An Underground Tunnel — of Course! 

Norman Conquest was the old ^;ay, irrepressible “ 1066 ” 
on his way back from London. He drove the Big Packard 
with a song on his lips and with a yeasty feeling in his heart. 
His nostrils twitched with tlie scent of coming battle. 

Now that he knew the rose man’s teal identity, he could 
go right ahead into action. No reason for any further delay. 
He had been hesitating and dallying, and footling about 
generally, purely on account of Primrose. He did not want 
to do anything that would hurt her. Well, why should she 
be hurt? Nobody was going to blame her for the crooked- 
ness of her father, and he would be there anyway to take 
care of her. 

Rather a pretty thought, that. No good being a knight- 
errant unless you were prepared to take care of distressed 
damsel- left stranded by circumstances! The time to worry 
about Primrose and her future 'was after f.he battle. 

So Norman Conquest, for the first time since he had en- 
tered this adventure, more or less dismissed the fair-haired, 
blue-eyed girl from his thoughts and metaphorically buckled 
on his sword. 

As he saw the layout, Trevor and Blayne, alias Cartwright, 
were partners. Trevor, with the help of his unimpeachable 
county position, obtained the dope concerning the jewels of 
prominent society hostesses; his hirelings lifted the stuff at 
intervals, and it was then conveyed to Great Bardlow and 
secretly hidden in Trevor’s innocent-looking wheat bar^e^ 

And then? 

Then the stuff was expertly handled by Cartwright the 
) notorious diamond faker. Cartwight. who apparently lived 
for his roses. A lasrv man, as retired civil servants are apt 
to be. Always in bed by eleven o’clock, and never up in 
the morning before ten. 
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tU. ^ I v' murmured Norman, as he lounged behind 
the Packard s wheel. Admitting that civil servants like 
their nine hour-, nothing is going to make me believe that 
Comrade Blayne lakes eleven! Somewhere in the viciliity 

Head M.T ri workshop and Blayne is 

Head Man. I 11 bet he never gets to bed before four o’clock 

n-iw indulges in a nap in the afternoon. 

Dawn Cot age so innocent that Williams and his men could 

go through It with a tooth comb and find nothing incrimin- 
jng. 

He had a hunch all the same that Dawn Cottage was the 
key to the puzzle. The secret workshop was somewhere, and 
sornewhere within a mile of Bardlow Hall. Not necessarily 
a large place. Just a small room would serve. A bench 
where Blayne could deal with the stuff as it came in— re- 
cutting the stones and melting down the settings. No doubt 
the stones, in their new guise, were disposed of through 
respectalile channels in another part of the world. 

Hi.s thoughts drifted to the late Sergeant Roper, and his 
cryptic letter to the Chief Commissioner of Police, Norman 
was certain in his own mind that Roper had twigged Blayne 
as an old lag; and Roper had conducted his secret investi- 
gations by the river. Perhaps there had been a mishap on 
tlie night when the boodle from the Launceston-Bevan job 
had come in and Roper had managed to get hold of that 
single earring. The exact truth would probably never be 
known, but this guess was good enough to satisfy Norman 
Conquest. 

“ That well in Blayne’s scullery tickles my imagination.” 
mused the Desperado. “ As far 8*^ I could see, a perfectly 
good, if old-fashioned, well. Water at the bottom, and every- 
tiling. Obviously a well which is in constant use, as the 
pump on the sink proves. There’s Mrs. Rudd to consider 
too. At Intervals she yank'^ out the rush mat and gives it 
a beating: she knows all about the well trap. Even if she 
opened the trap and looked into the well, she would see 
nothing that she didn’t expect to see. But why. in that same 
scullery, a ladder with usf'd hooks leading into an iinuspd 
Ir.ft? A sweet, sweet thought, laddie, and one which need* 
bags of attention.” 

A quiver which went slithering up and down his spine 
him that he w’as getting rear to the heat. The music 
getting distinctly louder. The very knowledge that he 
was going Into action tonight had such a marked effect on 
him. wrought such a change in his appearance, that Mande- 
villf Livingetone gazed at him open-eyed when he arrived 
at the little camp shortly before ten. A certain soft and 


told 
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dreamy expression, wliicli had been in evidence for some 
days, and which was qui'e forcipii t<j his character — unbind 
people would call it a soppy look — had completely vanished. 

“ Gord love us! ejaculated Mamh-ville Livingstone. 

“I tru>t so, vassal,” agreed Norman. ‘‘If He doesn’t 
love us we’re certainly in a nasty mess.” 

” You ain’t tiu* same, giiv’nor.” continued the little man, 
his whimsical. expres>ivc face breaking into a crinkly grin. 
” Whar I mean is, you are the samel Blimey! Just like 
you was tliat first night when you came to my camp fire! ” 

A distinct jolt, but Norman took it well on the cltin. 

“ Have I been so ilifferent since? ” 

” It ain’t wiiat you might call different, guv'nor — but you 
look sort of happy, and there’s that don’t-give-a-tos'-fi»r any- 
body expression in your eyes.” said Livingstone. “ I’ll bet 
you’re all ready for your supper, ain’t you. sir? ” 

” Place it before me. feudal servitor, and see what hap* 
pens to it!” replied Norman gaily. 

What Livingstone had seen was the old rake-hell fire of 
Norman Conqiie t’s Cumherland ancestors. Those eyes of 
his were dancing with vivid life; his voice had regained its 
olfl lilt, and his very frame seemed more virile. 

It is sad to reflect — not to put too fine a point on it, pitiful 
—that a woman, and a hell-cat at that, could clTeet such a 
change in a strong and determined voung man. With Prim- 
rose Trevor out of Norman’s mind for a spell, and the 
thought of coming strife taking her place, he was back at 
scratch. He was like one of iho o marvellous people in 
the advertisements who accomplish doughty deeds the night 

before they happen! And he hadn’t had his Bourn-Vita 
either. 


I ve got a job for you. Brother Mandy,” said Norman, 
as his hnle batman placed an appetizing hot supper before 
You know the little cottage just down the mad? 

bushes in the front garden?” 

Why. yes. sir.” 


Trot along and keep your eye on it— and be careful.” 
said Norman. Better climb the gate at the corner and 
walk in the me.idow, parallel with the lane. It’s a nice 
hich hedge, and you won’t be seen— or heard ” 

You can trust me to move quiet if I have to. guv’nor” 

Pm "There’s many^a rabbit 

1 ve took from under the keeper’s eye Ahem! McaninjT 

"le twice.” 

Fine! Just keep your eye on the cottage windows, and 
if the doivnstairs light goes out and a bedroom light comes 
on nip back and tell me.” ^ 
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“ Is that all. guv’nor? ” 

“Just that." 

Livingstone seemed a trifle disappointed, for the task was 
one which a child could liave accomplished. But he went 
off without comment and N«rman Conquest, whose appetite 
had returned to form, attacked the food vigorously. He had 
just finished, and was lighting a cigarette, when Mandeville 
returned. 

“ He’s gone up to bed, sir — lights on in the bedroom now” 
reported the little man. “I wish you’d tell me what it’s 
all about, guv’nor,” he added wistfully. “ I ain’t so young 
as you are. maybe, nor yet so nippy, but I can be handy 
enough if it’s a night job.” 

Norman gave his arm a warm grip. 

“ Thanks, pal. but it’s a one-man job,” he replied. “ Later, 
perhap'. there may be a spot for you. All I want you to 
do right now is to follow the example of the people in the 
old song and put out the light and go to sleep.” 

*' Not before I’ve washed and tidied up. sir.” 

“ When I say right now. Brother Mandy, I mean right 
now,” insisted Norman. “ You’ll lock yourself in and get 
into bed. I’m supposed to be in there with you. Get if? ” 

If. by chance, the opposition had any spies on the job, 
lurking in the woods, they would have been quite satisfied 
that Norman Conquest had gone to bed. He appeared in 
the doorway of the trailer-caravan for a few moments, and 
he inspected the sky. remarking that there was every indi- 
cation of fine weather. Then he AvenI in. closed the door, 
and shot tlie bolts vigorously. After a few minutes the main 
lights went out. and then the light of Livingstone’s little com- 
partment went out too. .^^hortly afterwards the door opened 
and a 'hadowy figure slid noi«elessly out and merged into 
the night gloom. An e.ngle. if he had been handy, might 
have seen it; but spies of the opposition, never. 

Norman was certainly hh old self again! He Avas al<fft 
for every enemy move, and he was ready to be a jump ahead. 
A ghost, out for hi= nightly walk, could not have taught 
Norman anvfhing. It is far more likely that he would have 
watched Norman Avifh envy and picked up a feAv tips. 

The light was still on in Mallhew Blayne s bedrooin Avhen 
the Avary Desperado arrived in sight of it. Norman had no 
definite plan in mind. He didn’t believe m making plans. 
Plans are so apt to co Avrong. The adventure might hzzie 
our in a fro^t. or it might lead to something highly 

But one thing Avas certain. Norman Conquest con d make 
no frontal attack on Sir Ha«lin{rs Trevor iinlil he ha g 
the evidence. And he believed that the way to the evidence 
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was via Dawn Cottage. Blayne wa^ the man who dealt with 
the hot jewels as they came in. and he naturally wouldn’t 
attempt any of that dangerous and incriminating work in his 
own home. Neither was it likely that he would risk stealing 
forth from his cottage nightly. Norman was thinking of the 
well in the scullery. Admittedly, a melodramatic thought, 
but it was a nice one. all the same. He even toyed with 
the po'sibiliiy of an underground tunnel and secret cliamhers, 
and one would have been justified in assuming that he had 

been dipping in.o the late Sergeant Roper’s Edgar Wallace 
collection. 

It was just ten forty-five when Blayne’s bedroom light 
went out. Norman continued to watch. The place where 
die light had been was now black and shapeless; hut 
Norman’s eyes soon grew accustomed to the change, and he 
could just make out the shape of a casement window which 
was standing lialf open. He knew, from daylight observa- 
tion. that all the lower windows of the cottage were unneces- 
sarily strong and provided with heavy bolls and even burglar 

alarms. That open bedroom window looked very verv in- 
nocent. 


Beneath if. the W'all of the cottage was bare except for 
an American Pillar rambler. The bright printed curtains 
were lazily rustling in the breeze. 

Norrnan waited until the clock of Great Bardlow Church 
solemnly boomed out eleven mellow strokes. Then he made 
a move. He was in no hurry. It was eleven-ten hv the 
time he reached the little gravel path immediately beneath 
Blayne s window He took from his pocket a dull metal 
liibular ohiect, about eight inches long, which looked rather 
Ike a grease gun But when he touched a hidden catch, 
tlie thing telescoped upwards until it was many feet in length 
There was a strong metal hook at the top. and the surface 

of the telescopic tube was coarsely ribbed so that a good 
hand grip was assured. ^ 

'T'''', 'r'’ " Borman 

gradually allowed all his weight to bear. The hook held 
Hand-over-hand, jvith the graceful ease of a trained acrobat* 

hh hand C' h IT 

itself on the sill 


He made no attempt to touch the window for . 
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\ny chance marauder, icmptcd hy the open window, would 
certainly have opened it larlhcr. Norman didn’t, which was 
just the difference. lie rather admired that open window, 
clever touch. It looked s<i very natural. 

.'^o certain was he that ln« "uess was richl, that he hardly 
irouhled to look at Blayne’s lied, which was vaguely visible 
in tlie faint starlight from the window. He crept near. The 
lied was turned back and slightly disturbed, and Blayne’s 
pyjamas were lying handy. But there was no Blayne. 

“So now we know!” murmured Norman contentedly. 

His d<‘<cent of tin* '‘taircase was another lesson to the 
ghosts. When he reached the scullery, which he did with- 
out once using hi- electric torch, he was not in the least 
Mirpri-ed to find that the rush mat was out of position. Ditto 
the l;nlder. In fact, the ladder was nowhere to be seen. 

Norman gave him«elf one guess. He cautiously lifted the ' 
well trap and listened. Not a sound. He took a copper from 
hi* [lockct and dropjied it. A slight pause, and then a little 
musical splash. Bending lower. Norman slipped the guard 
cap over the lens of hi* electric torch — a cap which allowed 
onlv a tiny pencil of light to escape — and pressed the switch. 

The ladder was fixed to one side of the well, its hooks in 
metal 'lots concealed by an <iverhanging baulk of wood. 

W’iih a gay little chirrup. Norman descended. The ladder 
reached only a third of the wav down the well, and after he 
liad descended a few rungs, he slipped the guard cap aside 
*0 that the full light hlar^d out. As long as he kept the 
beam pointed downwards there was no danger of the light 
showing above. 

.•\t first be was puzzled. The walls of the well were 
obviously of great ace. being composed of square blocks of 

>tone. Having readied the bottom of the ladder he found 

that there was nothing else to be done. There was no open- 
ine. as be had half expected. But after a further examina- 
tion he saw that, while the middle and lower rungs of the 

ladder were well worn, the bottom rung of all showed no 

helpful cine. He stood on the rung next to the 
bott<.m and concentrated the licht of his forrh on the oppo- 
site wall, \\itlnn direct reach of his hand there was one 
-tone which looked fust a little different from its 
j A trifle more -month and inclined to he sirchfly polished- 
Ho on it trnlativelv — and a square slab of 

wall rolled noi*ele.*s!y back, revealing a mysterious black 

cavity. , 

Norman grinneil. This was easi<*r than he had expecte . 

It was bardlv likelv that the opening of the ecret door had 
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set off any warning device. This door was nsed by Blaync 
every night. All the same 

He found himself in a short concrete tunnel. The con- 
crete was comparatively new-certainly less than ten years 
old. It was so low that he had to crouch douhl?; l,ut after 

which ran , T l'"' 

Wnicli TQn at right angles. 

And this tunnel was of the genuine vintage. It was sj^ 
feet in height with an arched roof of solid stone blocks- it 
was he ween four and five feet wide and huilt of the same 

^nr nioriar having Ion" 

since disappeared from the facing. Here and th^re a 

ahogerher there a block missing 

Norman chortled with sheer glee. 

“Early si.xteenth century and constructed in the divs 
b^liad'^irn parliament, as the case mi-ht 

a^cre^ Letawav”" I 'a'"' 

dirl nl/! fV "''^rm'ircd. “ Plotters in council on a 

rafters o1 Bardlow^Hall^"'T^ ^^ck under the 

and jingling sp„r. A swift'^H- ’ "''"'1'*' hor>cmcn 

.I..S i" '"“'I- T. ,i„ 

£ K-LdtS 

>t cautiou^lv nnrl L i pots. He advanced along 

<)irec,i„7„7-Bardlow HaU "" 

wi"h",hfto,Xof' '■' '--i >"y^d 

really believed Yharhl / t T!!"'* >>=“< "rver 

ffood aa Ed^t Wa lace 7 ""'ll J"'' 

ground tunnels were ‘“'T,''”- 'r>'y Under- 

•honvh, of. "an, I Zn '‘'’'"'■Y tZ 

engaged in de.peralc entcrr>ri«es 'l^perale men 

have been nothin" hut a foof if’ h ^ Trevor would 

of the natnral 7'hi'J 

level." rdt'd7lH.r.anVar ,7'' r-* " 7' "" '""1^" 
Norman's lorchlidit "showed ther^ *he dip. as 

ing door set ri"ht aero Tit’ T v^rv modern-Iook- 

crop, on in total darTne'v wt 'V'"'’'’'' '1-"''' 

iHe .i.ht pencil ont 'X 
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modern brass handle. Norman softly grasped the handle and 
turned it. 

Tlie door silently opened. 

He was not dazzl •<! by the glow of electric light that came 
from within, fur it was soft and his eyes were accu-tomed to 
the white beam of his own torch. A gentle, rhythmic whir- 
ring caught Ids ear. He pushed the door open a little wider 
and. as lie stepped inside, the supple fingers of his right 
hami fondled a fistful of sudden death. 

One swift, lightning glance enabled him to take in the 
whole '•cenc. A comparatively small chamber of modem 
concrete, with another teak door immediately opposite. On 
Norman’s right, a built-in bench, running right across the 
chamlier. with shaded electric liglits overhead. An electric 
radiator fitted flush into the wall, sending forth a glow which 
robbed the underground chamber of its natural damp cold- 


ne«s. , 

Seated at the bench, on a comfortable chair, was Norman s 

■d friend, the rose man. He was working at a machine 
which resembled a miniature lathe: on the bench near him, 
resting on soft velvet, were a number of sparkling diamonds 
and rubies. At the other end of the bench there was a little 

furnace, with crucibles and moulds. . 

Norman contemplated the scene hap^ly. The secret work- 
shop of the organization which had baffled Scotland Yard for 
more than six ye.ars! As a workshop it was small, msigm- 
firant: just a modest concrete chamber a few 
the meadows of Great Bardlow. with a man who loved his 

roses seated at the work bench! rnn^mrativelv 

Trevor had built this chamber, of course. A ^‘'"^rvaratively 

ea^v job. for the tunnel was already in existence The door 

„„ '.hc evidemly led into a 

tunnel. N.onnn Conquest determined to find out, and 

was no time like the present. 

He -trolled forward with leisurely ease, until he 


against the bench. 


it 


list me ucjn n. , 

And liow. Comrade Cartwriaht, are al the 

monds thi< evenins? ” inquired Norman politely. 


was right 
little dia- 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
The Old Ace Pension 

'he man who was known in Great cMamS 

Mayne gave such a violent ?tart a finders and went 

ic was holding jerked out of his sensitive fingers and 
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rolling across the floor. In one move he brushed back his 
eye-shadf and started to his feet. 

“Good God!” he croaked agliast. 

“ Roses are interesting things, Joburg, pa'sy-walsy, but 
give me diamonds every time,” continued Norman Con<i.jest 
conversationally. “ Nice little spot you have here. Oidlc 
cosy. Don’t they provide you with any a-sistants? You 
must gel lonely down here all by yourself ” 

“Don’t shoot. Conque.st — don’t shoot!” s(|ucalcd the ter- 
rified man, his eyes fixed in a fascinated stare on Norman’s 
fistful of cold steel. “ 1 knew you were on to me! If you 
want these diamonds, take them! ” 

“ My poor ?ap, you surely don’t think I’m interested in 
diamonds? ” drawled Norman Conquest, as he leaned negli- 
gently against the bench. “ I only came down liere ” 

He broke off. Blayne’s right hand was sliding forward 
towards a bell push at the side of the bench, and his finger 
nearly touched it. With one swift wrench. Ntirman jerked 
the man completely round. 

“Naughty, naughty!” he admonished. 

Crash! 

The bunched knuckles of his left hand slogged into 
Blayne’s jaw, and the man folded up like an accordion. 
Norman was not sorry that he had brought the interview to 
a close. A desperate man is likely to do foolish things. 
There might be several methods by which Blayne C(»uld 
attract reinforcements. And Norman had a fancy for con- 
ducting his tour of exploration unhampered. 

Having satisfied him'clf that Blayne was not likely to 
recover for some time, Norman went through the man’s 
pockets. A bunch of keys interested him and lie transferred 
them to his own person. Blayne was wearing a close-fitting 
overall above his ordinary suit and. as the keys had been 
in the overall pocket, Norman had every rea on to suppose 
th^ they were used only in this underground haunt. 

He quickly tied Blayne’s hands behind his back, secured 
his ankles, and fastened an effective gag. Then he bundled 
the man underneath the bench and stood upright. His eye 
made a swift survey of the articles on the bench. The full 
regalia of an expert jewel mechanic. Blavne might be the 
rose man to Great Bardlow, hut he was still “ Joburg ” 
Cartwight down here. • 

Norman felt rather pleased with himself. Everything was 
going well. A flickering thought, filtering in and out of his 
mind, sugpied that everything was going rather too well 
This wasnl merely easy. It was pie. In imagination he 
had pictured a much bigger workshop than this, with five 
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or «ix hardened crooks on the job. 

Rrflection. lu'wevcr. 5ati^fied Uie Desperado that the actu- 
ality was far more probable llian the imagined scene. The 
more men who worked on the “ inside.” the smaller the split. 
Thi< game was evidently a two-man enterprise. Tiie fellows 
wl-.o di 1 the actual snatching, and who undertook ninety per 
cent of the ri'-k. probably received the u ual miserable per- 
centage which the high-placed fence is generous enough to 
allow. 


It was Trevor who conducted the executive end of the 
rac ket, and Blayne who did all the skilled work. He had 
plenty of time. Working three or four hours a night, while 
pretending to be a man of retired leisure, he could accom- 
plish much. If several hig snatches were made in the course 
of a month, it was likely that a long period would elapse 
before the next. Perhaps half a year would go by while 
tlio organization allowed Scotland ^ ard to flounder. And 
Blayne carried on all the time, .•■teadily. industriously. 

There was no hurry. The stones he recut today would 
n(.t be disposed of, in all probability, until next year— or 
even the vear after. 

” Well 'folks. I raise my hat to you.” murmured Norman 
admiringly. ” As pretty a little set-up as I ever saw and I 
ju«t hate to bust it to ribbons. If you had behaved your- 
selves decently. I would liave let you carry on unhindered. 
Bill bloke- who tie me in sacks and drop me in rivers— 
blokes who try to crush my head under a ton-weight ha^ 
pnt to be taught their manners. 1 never did fancy cold- 
blooded murder anyway. Roper was an unpleasant blighter, 
hut he was a damned clever police officer-and he was bhid- 
geonod from the \n«:k without the slightest chance of fight- 
ing for hi^ life. -Sar.gley did that, and Sangley was told 

^^The De^perldX'eyes hardened until they were like fro^ed 
chrome-^tcel Hr wa« a born fighter, and the killing of men 
in the heat of battle did not claMi with his code. 
men died as Sergeant Roper had died- his instincts ga e 
nrrrmptorv ordtT? to punish the Killers* 

^ Th;nkin<- of Sanglev. Norman found U necessary to r 
hi. nri-lnal theory. He helieved. not. .hat .ante ha_d 
orlgin illv been a three-man racket. It was^ quite I 

indr.d e.r-ain^that Sanglev had been grade 

had wnrk^.l wirh him nightly. It occured to 

that perhap. Trevor and Blayne had not been so^ to Pet 

ri.l of Sanglev so easily. He may have been 

and. anvway. a two-way split is always better than a three 

way split. 
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For tlie first time, Norman noticed an extraordinarily 
narrow opening, doorle^s, in a cortier of the ciiamlier. ile 
thought it was a recess — until he fia^^hed liis torch into it. 
Tiien he >av/ that it was a concrete t«innel >.car(riy more flian 
eighteen inches wide. Getting his ^en>e of direction from llie 
gpporal line of the original old tunnel, he realized that this 
modern passage led in the -lirection of the aharidom d water 
mill. 

Miglit as well take a look.” he decided. 

He had little fear that there would be any interruption. 
The narrow concrete tunnel led as i-traight a- a die f(»r a 
considerable distance. The ventilation was bad, and in 
places the concrete was beginning to crack. He readied 
the end presently and found another teak door burring tin- 
way. One of Blayne’s kcy> fitted the patent lock. ^And 
Norman found liimself in a small concrete chamber no big- 
ger than a cupboard. There appeared to l>e no ventilation 
at all and the air was foul. Obviously, the place was only 
used occasionally, and for very brief periods. Fleclric light 
was laid on and Norman pressed a switch. On the wall 
opposite the door there was sometliing which looked like 
* <« Blayne’s keys again did service. 

Jhe safe was a replica of the hermetically sealed cup- 
board which Norman Conquest had seen on one of Trevor’s 
barges. There was another door on the farther side, sealed 
shut. A steel cable was coiled inside the cupboard, and 
Norman had no doubt that there was some ingenious mecha- 
nical method by which this cable could be attached to a 
barge as it lay m the lock. 

It all seemed very involved and complicated— but the safety 
of It. Scotland Yard men could seize a suspected barge 
as lay in the river, and loot from a big robbery could he 

of the officers I And. 

se^ch as they would, they could find nothing. 

wenrS ofl the light, and 

excem^ fnr ^ chamber was just as he had left it, 

except for a muffled groaning sound beneath the bench 
Blayne was coming round. Norman took a look at him and 

purhiry"leer4"in" 

There s no need to look at me like that, brother” »aid 

^ ‘rn’- 
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A' he walked swiftly ' along, knowing that his steps were 
taking him towards Bardlow Hall, he made a few readjust- 
ments of the general scheme. As events had turned out, he 
wiTilil place that promi-ed dish before Inspector Williams 
tliis very night — hut the dish would contain only Cartwright. 

Norman wanted to amuse himself by observing the re- 
actions of Sir Hastings Trevor — when the latter discovered 
tlmt his invaluable mechanic was missing. There was likely 
to be a good deal of fun. Norman pictured himself playing 
games for quite a few days. This underground tunnel was 
great stuff. A pity to waste it. 

Musing thus, he came to another of the heavy teak doors. 
But he did not attempt to open it. Beyond, he guessed, there 
was a stairway leading up into Bardlow Hall probably into 
llie li!)rary. Plenty of time to make certain later. At pre- 
sent he was attracted by the solid steel door of a strong room 
wliich ^vas let Into the concrete wall on hi> left. He had 
a feeling that he wa*^ in the vault of a hank. 

“ I knew one of these keys was the key of a «afe! ” he 
chuckled, as he selerted one of the hunch witli unerring 
accuracy. “ Tliis Is getting laughably easy.” 

Proplietic word'*! 

He fitted the key into the lock of the great steel door, 
turned it, and swung the heavy handle. Tiie door came 
open with solid sluggishness and Norman’s torriilight flashed 
into the interior. If he had needed any proof that Blayne 
and Trevor were co-partners of equal standing, he had it 
now. Blayne would never have possessed the key of this 
safe if he had not been an equal partner. 

For it was the Trevor-Blayne private bank. 

“ I always believe.” murmured Norman Conquest, as he 
made swift examinations. ” in providing myself with an 
ample old age pension. This is a sight that docs my heart 

a« much good as a massage/^ 

The safe contained great bundles of American currency 
—dollar hills to the value of anything between one hundred 
and a hundred and fifty thousand pounds. French francs 
—Italian lira— German marks! Solid cash! Money that 

could be used in almost any country— money that could never 

he traced. , ^ 

All very nice— all very pretty. But when Norman Con- 
quest had swung open the heavy door of the strong room, 

warning lights had commenced glowing, and warning signals 
had started clicking simultaneously in three room- of Bardlow 
Hall— the library. Primrose Trevor’s bedroom, and her 

father’s bedroom! / -a ♦ 

So even Matthew Blayne could not open the safe without 
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the knowledge of liis partners. Who was the humorous 
gentleman who once made tlie crack that there is no honour 
among thieves? 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


To Save Her Man 


Mandeville Livtncstone, his weather-wrinkled face set in a 
blank mask, regarded his unexpected visitor with stony dis- 
approval. 

“ It’s all very well, miss, to come knocking me up in the 
middle of the night, but Mr. Conquest ain’t here,” he said 
woodenly. It’s no good a king me where he is, neither ” 

” I’ve got to know where he is,” said Joy Everard. 

She was standing at the door of the trailer-caravan, and 
Livingstone, wlio was in his pyjamas, was invisible except 
for his face. The dark-eyed, slim little girl, liaving had a 
long and stern fight with the remnants of her pride, had at 
last done the thing she knew she should have done twenty- 
four hours ago. Slie had come to warn her man. 

-And the fathead wasn’t at home! 

Joy knew^ what that meant; he was on tlie warpath, and 
the trail might lead him into Primrose Trevor’s arms. He 
might just as well have walked into the coils of a boa con- 
strictor. 

It was no time for half measures, and Joy was a deter- 
mined little person. She gave the door one heavy push and 
was inside. 


Here, you can’t do this, miss!” gasped Livingstone in 
consternation. ‘‘I ain’t dressed!” 

Joy closed the door and put her back to it. She increased 
her host s embarrassment by feeling for the electric light 
switch and turning it, Mandeville, in his pyjamas, was an 
interesting sight. He did not appear to think so, for he 
shrank back behind the table. 

“Where’s Mr. Conquest?” demanded Joy fiercely. 

” Don’t you understand that I’m his friend?” she went 
on. gripping the ittle man’s arm in a tight hold. ” He’s in 
danger. He thinks he s m love with Primrose Trevor, and 
shes a devil straight out of hell! ” 

The hght in Joy’s eyes so fascinated Livingstone that he 

aZ and h deMille It reminded him of some 

great and holy fire; a light of sheer purity, min<rled with 
such anxiety and pain, that the little man softened Tnd 
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that reference to Primrose Trevor had rung the bell with a 
clang. He had never been able to see eye to eye with Norman 
about Primrose. 

He regarded his visitor with new interest. She was hat- 
less, and she was wearing a plain black dress and indoor 
shoes. Her sweet little elfin face was flushed and her eyes 
were aflame. Suddenly, he recognized her. He had seen 
her photograph — a smiling, happy photograph — among Nor- 
man’s effects. She looked so different now that he was 
sliockcd. But he remembered the words on the photograph 
— “ From one pal to another. Pixie.” At odd times Norman 
Conquest had regaled Mandeville with stirring stories of his 
exploits against certain septic individuals named Mortimer 
and Glibley and Voegler; and in all these stories a staunch 
little girl named Pixie had figured. Here she was in the 
flesh, and the little ex-tramp knew exactly why Norman’s 
eyes had sparkled when he had spoken of her. 

“Listen, friend!” said Joy earnestly. “For weeks past 
I’ve been calling your fatheaded boss a fool. I’ve been 
green with jealousy — and I’m the fool. Get it? ” She grip- 
ped him harder. “ I’m the fool for not coming straight to 
him and telling him just where he gets off. l-br twenty-four 
hours I’ve known that Primrose Trevor plotted to murder 
him; she lured him into a trap, and then stood by while her 
killers went to work. But 1 was watching— and I saved 


him.” 

But — but he thought ” 

“I know! ” said Joy bitterly. “He thought Primrose had 
fished him out of the soup. Very neat! It just suited her 
plans to make him think so. If I had had the sense of a 
frog, I would have come straight here this morning, instead 
of sending Norman fool notes in half-pounds of butter 
"Butter!” almost yelped Mandeville. Gord love us. 
You’re the girl I was talking to in the medder! ^ouve had 
me puzzled all day, miss! This morning, you was a house- 
maid in a print frock, rvilh cap and apron, and I knew your 
face seemed a bit familiar-like. But I never connected you 
with the photograph I’ve seen. Well. I atn t really -een . 
r onirgove it a kind of casual look Now, tontght. 

’'““Tgofth: iotas' Bardlow Hall because I .'-ght Norman 
was just having lun with a simple country g rl, said Joy, 

her firm little chin stiilening ■’ Then I ^ * ;^‘7„ 

1 was going to warn him, and I saw inn. take 
ids arms and kiss hcr-and my pride turned 
somcr-anlt. and I decided to let h.m stew ■" his own Jmce. 
Tonight they found out who I was, and I had to make a 
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^etaway. It was so swift that I couldn’t stay to change my 
clothes, or even get any money, I dived through the first 
window I could see and ran. When you’ve got Death at 
your heels, you don’t wait to put on a walking frock ” 

She breathed hard. After her escape from Bardlow Hall 
—and she had been wise in losing no time— she had discard- 
ed her neat caj> and apron and had become a part of the dark- 
ness. She had fought a little battle with herself. Norman 
was quite near at hand, and she could easily have gone to 

him. But she hadn’t. Instead, she had started walking :o 
Clacton-on-Sea! ^ 

The truth was. Joy was Iiurl — deeply, grievously hurt. But 
Phe was big enough to sink her own feelings. She knew 
hat Norman Conquest was in danger, and her love for him 

whhTe^celf" 

“I don’t rightly know where ne :s. miss.” said Living, 
stone, now thoroughly won over. “All I know is that lie 
asked me to keep an eye on the little cottage with the roses 

himself. He 

Zn d e liiir he should know 

would he? ” something, 

Ught^*'^*'" ^ switching off the 

« ® ,^'"***^* miss.” protested the ex-tramn. 

Just^waiTunlnT alone! You ain’t going without me! 
“ wifu togs on ” 

death tran”Tni"'"'‘'T4^r into a 

Jh.f .k interrupted Joy, as she opened the door “ Now 

hat these people have found out who I am thev’l'l believe 
kill him!” * attempt to fool him any more. She’ll 

^ow^howt™:: frzf 'rr?'- -"'"-"-"He'dTdn’! 

Joy was clad fk Save him confidence, 

reached Dawn Couai^k ^ 

entry was by way ff ,h7 lit? ""I. 

eottage tufwi hm .V whose 

ge tms was. but she suspected that Norman was inside 
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— and she was going in too. 

Once Living tone had reached his perch, Joy climbed onto 
his slioiilders and told him to hold his head rigid. With 
one foot on his head she reached up and grasped the bed- 
room window sill. Fifteen seconds later she was inside. 

“ Better lake this, miss,” panted Livingstone. 


gun 


? I don’t want 


“A .. 

‘‘ It’s a little pocket torch, miss.” 
He tossed it up and she caught it 
breath of thanks she turned into the 


deftly. With a soft 

room. One flash of 

tlie torch revealed the empty bed. It took Joy just a further 
twenty seconds to discover the open well trap in the scullery. 

Her heart was now beating with painful excitement. An 
empty cottage with a strange well — and a ladder leading 
down into the depths! Norman had known exactly what 

he was doing! j 

With a sure tread, she descended the ladder. Ihe door 
into the tunnel was open. She reached the main ^iJnnel and 
ran along it like -a hare. In the workshop she found BJayne 
groaning under the bench— ample evidence that the Despe- 
rado had been doing his stuff. The farther door was wide 
open. A continuation of the tunnel! She ran on. Her 

anxiety for Norman was far too acute to permit her to be 
aMonished bv the strangeness of this subterranean labyrinth^ 
She saw him at la t— saw him as he was 
contents ot the big strong room. She ran up so ligh ^ that 
he heard nothing until she was practically upon him. 

” Reach. Desperado! ” she whispered coolly. 

He spun round, hand leaping for iron. An instmclwe 
move, for he had instantly recognized her voice. 

You' need lots of help. Desperado.” raid Joy sleadily. 
How L dieken.^ That drees! ” ejaculated Norman. 

staring at her in amazement. ruHn’t I tell you 

a dress like that before, young Everard! D.dn t 1 teU >ou 

to stay in Clacton? What’s "■« . >>>8 

” I sent you a note this morning » Ja T know 

rupted Joy quickly. “ Oh. it was a s.lly th.ng to do. I know. 

I should have come to you^^ yelled Norman, light 

“You’re Mary Stevens! a>"iost yeiieo .. dress 

flooding into his mind like it now! ” 

you’re wearing is a maid s dress. » Tiinnin<^ up to him. 

“I wonder if you do.” said "%Ts sur- 

and gripping both his arms and oo •„].* Desperado, 

prised fLcc. “ They found out about f but 

I had to come and warn you. They tried t p 

I wgs too (|uick 


tt 


ii 
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“ They?” 

” Trevor and hb daughter.” 

“ Trevor and his — what? ” The words rattled like 
machine gun fire, and the sudden change in Norman Con- 
quest’s expression was not pleasant to see. "Listen, Pixie! 
That butter message of yours was foolish enough. Foolish 
and childish. I never thought you were capable of such 
idiotic jealousy. I’m helping Primrose because she’s in a 
spot.” 

She looked at him in strange wonder — in pain. 

“ See all this money? ” he went on, before she could speak. 
"I’m taking it — and half of it is for Primrose! She’s tried 
to get away from this hell, but she’s never had the money. 
I’m going to whisk her to the other side of the world where 
she’ll be safe.” 

"Are you so blind, Norman?” whispered Joy. "This 
money is as much hers as her father’s. She’s not the angel 
you believe her to be. She’s the real ringleader of the organ- 
ization! She tried to kill you last night ” 

Pixie, you re stark, raving mad! ” interrupted Norman 
gruffly* Slic sdV6d my life last night! Her father’s hire- 
lings had grabbed me, and she risked her own life to cut 
me free. The girl is as pure as snow! And you’d better not 
say anything more, because I don’t want to hear it!” 

The wonder in her eyes increased to dazed stupefaction. 

It was she who had saved his life— and he didn’t know it! He 

was so infatuated, so -blinded, that he had been’ unable to re- 

cognize her touch. What a fool she had been not to tell 

him at the time! It would have been so easy— just one soft 
whisper* 

to believe me, Norman,” said Joy tensely. 

Jhe girl is a snake — her very touch is poison. She’s pobon- 
ed you against me, but that doesn’t matter. The next time 
you meet her she’ll kill you. She knows who I am, and she’ll 

think that you’ve got enough sense to believe my warning ” 

Slop! ” Norman’s voice was hard and cruel. " I told you 
1 didn t want to hear any more and I meant it! ” He looked 
at her with anger blazing in his eyes. " You’d better go, 
t'lxie, or 1 might say something I shall be sorry for. I thought 
you were a pal--I thought you knew me well enough to trust 
me. when it comes to a test, you’re just like any other 

girl. You re blind— you’re jealous. You tear another girl’s 
reputation to shreds without compunction.” 

Joy’s own temper, held in check for so long, blazed out 
like volcanic fire. 

" You great big fool! ” she burst out. " Even when I warn 
you, you refuse to listen! I might have kno^vm! ” She stood 
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back and and ^-ed him up and down contemptuously. “ The 

prea f^urman Conquest ! What is he. after all, but a hunk 

of cheese. 1066— the Terror of Evil-doers! Baloney! Once, 

thouphi you were a grand person, but I find you’re nothing 

but an inflated bag of wind. The first she-cat who comes 

along purrs at you. and you lose ninety per cent of the wits 

Cod gave you and nose dive to hell! ” She swung round so 

that he would not see the tears that had suddenly welled into 

lier “All right! I’ve told you what I think, and I’m 

through! 

She spoke tho'-e last words as steadily and fiercely as the 
others, and he never guessed how great an effort she had had 
to make, for her throat felt paralyzed and her heart was 
clicking her. 

“ Wait a minute! " His voice was like roughened steel, and 
the hand which reached out and grasped her slioulder was 
brutal. “ You can’t say things like that. Pixie, and get away 
with it! And as far as I’m concerned. I never want to see 
you again in the whole of my life — but before you go. you’re 
going to apologize for what you’ve said about Primrose 
Trevor! ” 


“ Apologize! ” Siie spun round, and he saw the tears 
streaming down her face; he saw the burning agony behind 
the indignation in her eyes. “ I’d rather apologize to a louse! ” 
She wrenclied at her shoulder. “ Let me go ” 

“Not until ” 

“ Good God. Primrose, haven’t you heard enough? ” came 
a sudden, shrill voice. “ Must we stand here, listening to 
more of this blastiferous drivel? Put your hands up. Con- 
quest. and keep reaching! ” 

Norman and Joy sprang apart. A little cry of hopeless 
despair escaped the girl, and Norman spun round. He saw 
Sir Hastings Trevor, gun in hand. Beside him. Primrose 
. . . Primrose in a ravishing frock ... 

Norman Conquest reeled. He saw Primrose with a gun in 
her own hand — with an e.xpression of hard, devilish triumph 
on her face that peeled the scales of! his eyes in a twinkling. 
If somebody had crashed him over the head with a pickaxe 
handle, he could not have looked more stunned. For in that 
single instant he was disillusioned; he knew that Joys warn- 
ing had been justified. . 

“Keep reaching. Conquest!” said the fair, blue-eyed girJ. 
“ Do you know what I’m going to do? I’m going to pve 
mvself the pleasure of killing you. Now — this minute. 

That lovely face, already distorted, became so ““^rly 
fiendish that Norman’s brain was momentarily paralyzed.^ All 
he could do was to stand with his hands upraised, staring 
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staring. He could not readjust his focus quickly enough The 

scene crashing on him with the suddenness of a thunL^clan 
was Jike a hideous nightmare. munaerclap, 

of you to both come into this tunnel” con 
tmued Pr.mrose coolly. " I can shoot you so Sv and 

on^thp floor {' •'OW much blood^ flows 

on the floor — or splashes on the walU If vmi 

prayers, say them! YouV got ju^ 'L sLa.”"”" 

There was such venom in her voice that there could ht. n« 

tional second Jov EverarH ^ ° 

r-r a-r' ?£;Sps,S 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
The Return of 1066 

onto the cold stone floor of the lunntl f^ 
time, so infinitesimal that it was ike » * • 
realized a great many things * “ 

mou^.arnTr/pixit^irdTe'e''- ■ 1", •» 

end he had hruiallv rehnff™! ^'* '*i' "“rned him 

had been the direct cate I, hi h^"?’ 

had listened to her i^s^ad If - . * u- 

have relaxed his vigilance «L^ T '"®’ ‘'a,''“nld never 

would not have had* the dm ^ Trevor and his daughter 

been, so dumb thaf thev T ‘"P- ‘‘ad ho 

able part of the conversation* a^'j J‘^'®"'d to a consider- 

"now ifts'rr*^™^ — ' "" 

pal, her lifeblood wasting ‘ away Aid’ l"* 

.-•.Jru*de':ral“‘' aaeS-Llse™ t 

fatal trigger with his owl 6ng*er* 

AI.h:u7^L"^;a?a•rrd‘^an^h"■• “L‘‘d‘‘ 

that iron nerve of^ hers Never K ^ k 
expression on the face nf i. an 

o the lace of a man as she saw on Norman 
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Conque.^t’s. He was Nemesis in human form. 

“ Back, you madman! ” cried Primrose sharply. 

He took another step and the awful look on his face was 
intensified. He did not seem to see her gun. His hands 
were outstretched, his fingers crooked. He was reaching 

for her — reaching for that soft, fair throat, 
t 

She managed to pull the trigger, and for a split second 
Norman paused, his left shoulder, jerking back as though 
somebody had punched him. The bullet had lorn into 
but it did not check him. His fury knew no pain and the 
cun in Primrose’s hand might have been a peashooter, bhe 
screamed suddenly, her nerve shattered by that dreadful 
death-defying advance. She pulled the trigger again—pulled 
it jerkily, wildly. The bullet humroeH past his ear, flicking 
a fragment of skin, deafening him with its angry 
And ^lill he advanced; his fingers were almost at her throat. 
“Run Primrose— run! ” came a half-choking scream from 

.Sir Hastings. “Stand still. Conqu^esl! ” 

Norman had forgotten Trevor. Trembling with fright, he 
man had managed to sidestep, and now he was jamming the 

muzzle of his gun into Norman;s back. 

“Fire, you fool!” panted Primrose, jerking madly at the 

trigger of her own automatic. “ This cursed thing has j 

'"'jlmmed! '’jTmld because of her ji.tery finger-jammed 

hpcause she had momentarily lost her nerve. 

anybody fires, 1 shall be compelled to do some shoot- 

ing too,” said Mandeville |P”‘"^f,UnBS Trevor 

^“‘rn "hc boked"orer his shlldlr. Ihe little man, 

irco:i'aT'’ice,”: figure ™tu^,raCt 

.rousors and mackintosh, vvas^ 30^1 catch of 

was turning handsprings. But he 


suggestively. He liadn t 
that gun. and his heart 
looked dangerous. 

Norman Conquest took 


his 

gh 


Norman c^onqucsi ^h'^d^'n^^ed^- ^he was V'- 

-y J>version, HU jerserk Ita?] a tin^ little si 

fr"o"m"hU pM on lite fioor-and he knew that she was not 

dead. 

Crash ! 

His fist 
arm iah. 


short, deadly haU- 


came round in a lialf-circl,- .. , ipj against 

Trevor took it on the chin and he toppled 

aim lie*'/* 

the wall of the tunnel with a 
like a bundle of old rags to 
time Norman checked his fist as it w 


' chin and ne xopincu 
fractured i^w, ^and^hc^sagge ^ 

its way to mete 


the ground. 


on 
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out similar punishment to Primrose. He had never hit a 
woman in his life, and some latent instinct held liis hand 
now. He seized her wrist and wrenched the gun away from 
her. 

“ Leave her to me, guv’nor.” said Mandeville eagerly. 
“See what you can do for the poor little gal! If this .she- 
devil moves as much as a huger. I’ll send Iicr home to hell 
full of lead! ” 

Norman was not listening. Since Joy had fallen, he had 
hardly given a thought to his enemies. His one desire, at 
first, had been to throttle Primro-e with his own hare hands; 
but after he had heard that little sigh from Joy he had for- 
gotten everything else. 

She was bleeding— bleeding pitifully. But she was still 
alive. On her face there was an expres'»i(»n of swe«‘t. calm 
happiness. And the hardened young hueeaner-r chc*ke»l. and 
Pixie’s lovely face swam in a watery film. Kven as a child, 
Norman Conquest had been a hard nut and he had >eldom 
cried. But his eyes, at this minute, were blinded witli tears. 

Gently, tenderly, he lifted the slight. limp h.rm. His lips 
caressed hers for a mere secoiul. Through a mi>i he saw 

the open doorway at the end of the tunnel— and electrically 
lighted $tair$ loading upwards. 

He came out in the library of Bardlow Hall. He walked 
straight out through the front door, intending i(» find his 

way to the garage. But outside, on the drive, stood Sir 
Hastings big saloon. 

Norman Conquest was torn by dreadful indecision. Should 
he seek to aid Joy here, on the spot, or rush her straight 
o the Cottage Hospital in Studbury? She was hlee<ling 
erribly, and she might be dead by the time he arrived. Yet. 

horHhI. i 1 delay— long. ag<.uizing. 

^ ^^^3y. while doctors were fetched. 

With set teeth he placed her gently in 'the back of the 

It ' a /ug over her. anil sprang into the driver’s 

seat. His shoulder was throbbing as though hot irons were 
Donng into it. and every movement he made was exqui<iite 

werrali®;„'r hi. """ ’''“"s'''* 

He carried Joy into the Cottage 
no^pital. He was a gaunt, fantastic figure, with blood 

^h n ng wetly on his hands. The night sister and nurse cried 
!. in horror as they saw him. 

don’t tn muttered. “Bullet wound- 

aake! IT h'er"nfe.” “ “ ^ ^od’s 

They took her away from him. and they thought that the 
8 
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(in his hands was her blood. Some of it. indeed, was. 
lie ^vaiulered out into the nijilil. knowing lliat they could 
tell him noilnni: yet. And on liie steps of tlie little hospital 

tare with a burly, apple-cheeked man whom 
recognize. 'I’he light over the doorway was 
Norman would have passed In*pecior Wil- 
_ word. 

“ (iood heavens. Cuncpicst. I thought it was you! ” ejacu- 
lated the in->[iertor. seizing him by the arm. “ I saw you 
(hive past a lew minutes ago. ... I came down, after all. 


he came lace to 
he did riot even 
(|uite good, hut 
liani'- without a 


altliougli I wasn’t going to mess things up by coming to 


Uardlow.” 

Norman looki’d at him strangely. 

‘ Hallo. Bill!” he muttered, standing there, with blood 
dtippitur jteadilv from his left hand onto the steps. 

"God! Voiire woundt‘d. man!” shouted the inspector. 

" \\ hat in ludl’s name has happened? ” 

" Wounded? ” said Norman Coiupiesl. in wonder. “ Am 
I? Better get to Bardlow Hall, brother. ‘‘You’ll find an 
open panel in the library— leads to tunnel. Livingstone 
down there and he needs your help. I’m staying here. 

Young Pixie. ...” . 

He turned, panic suddenly seizing him. and lie ran into 

llie liospital. Inspector Vvilliams. his face hart and set. 
shrewdly guessed the rest. He ran hack to the police station 

— to colh’cl Iii'pector Marshall and his men. 

In the hospital lohhy. the night sister met the D<‘sperado. 
The entire staff of the little estahlishment wjas on its toes. 

The niilht sister saw the blood dripping from 

‘wl,c— still alive? ” he whimpered, and he liad liad to 

courase in both hands to ask the questmn. 

,l,e npera.in, .l.ealre, »i.l. Or. liurn.. repl.rd 
I think there might he a clianct. bne 
I can see we’re going to have two 

operations "" tonicht. 

awav. 

* ♦ * 

Norman Conquest 

in 


< I 




lake his 
” She’s in 
the sister gently, 
took liim iiy the arm. 

on our hands 


She led him 

„.f .ftSiHrSs, "S; » 

,l,e desert eand tortured and ha 1 1 .n 


shadoAV. . I nirrht .155 tlli^ 


1^11 rv Hi« wound 
knew nothing whatever about it- 


But never ^'‘7’ 

tranquil ^.imme^s not serhuis. _He 


They told him that they 
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had extracted a bullet from Joy’s liody, and slic was in the 
hands of God. Her injury was serious — deadly serious. The 
bullet had taken an upward course, lodging near her shoulder 
blade. If, by some freak chance, it had sped downwar<l. 
her heart would have been pierced and she would have been 
dead on the instant. 

It was getting on for seven o’clock, and the sun was shin- 
ing with glorious early-morning freshness, when Dr. Hums 
went across to where Norman was >itting and looked into 
his face. Not a word was necessary. On the kindly little 
elderly doctor's face there was a half-smile. He took Norman 
by his good arm and led him into a private ward. 

It was just as well that .Norman did n(*t try to speak; ft»r 
he could not have uttered a word. He found himself sit- 
ting beside a white little cot; and on the pillow lay a sweet 
head. Joy s eyes were open, and on her pinclied. drawn 
face there was a look which eased all his pain. 

“ Hallo, Desperado! ” she whispered. “ The doctor tells 
rne^ that everytliing’s going to be all right.” 

God! What a fool I’ve been! ” said Norman huskily. 

I can’t say tlie things I want to sav. vonng Dixie. You 
ought to curse me instead of miiling like that! I don’t 
deserve your forgiveness. . . 

She drew his head down and kissed liitn. and she read in 
his eyes such tenderness and remorse that from that second 
onwards her recovery was a foregone conclusion. 

Later. Norman Conquest walked nut of the hospital on 
cushions of air. His slop was so sprinay, his eye was fo 
bright, that when he met Inspector W'illiams the latter needed 
to a^K no questions, 

“Damn it. Conquest, I’m glad!” said the Scotland Yard 
man, “She’s aces!” 


“Don’t he a cockeyed chump! ” snapped Norman. What 
do you mean — aces? She’s the grandest little person who 
®ver orew breath! I’m not fit to lick her shoes ” 

wr'n- course, is a debatable point.” admitted Mr. 

Williams dryly. “ I thought you’d like to know that wc’vc 
nabbed Trevor and the girl and Cartwright, Perhaps vou 
aidn t know that Dawes was in the hospital here? I under- 
stand that your little pal, Joy. presented him with a nasty 
packet during the evening. Between the two of you, you 

^cen having one hell of a picnic.” 

« A j* Bill.” said Norman dreamily. 

And evidence! ” continued Mr. Williams. “Boy, have 
® c'^^^^nce! Jewels from a dozen known robberies — 

although, curiously enough, we’ve found none of the Supreme 
or Dalecourt stuff. Perhaps it’ll turn up later. We found 
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a book with the names of all the lesser crooks— the hirr'- 
who have been attending to the snatch end of the 
I hey re all being rounded up this minute.” 

Norman jerked himself back to realities; ne had hear 
some of the inspector’s words through a kind of fog. 

■■ I can help you with the Supreme and Dalecourt' stuff 
Sweet William. ’ he said. Vve got it in my safe at iae 
Arches. Nevet- meant to stick to it— not interested in t\. 
kind of boodle. He turned on the inspector with annoy* 
ance. “ Wiiy the hell are you bothering me with all th’j 
silly chatter? ” 

Mr. Williams understood and left him alone. Norman 
smiled a rather twisted smile. It was rather fur.iy that 
Williams had not mentioned all that solid cash i^* the oppo- 
sition’s strong room. Not that it mattered /»;iyway. 

Joy was alive — Joy v'as going to get welH What did any- ^ 
thing matter beyond that? 

Later, of course. Norman came d*^ .vn to earth. It v 
going to be a long wait before Jr, could come out of the 
hospital. And towards the af* noon of that 6rst day, 
Norman went back to his camp ar 1 told Mandeville Living- 
stone that they were going .o shift to the outskirts of Stud- 
bury. 

" Yes, guv’nor.” sa* the little man. “ If you’ll excuse 
me. I wonder if I uid right? There’s something inside the 
caravan, guv’nor.” 

Norman went into the caravan. The table was piled with 
bundles of dollar currency — £100.000’s w’orth of it! Mande- 
ville hadn’t bothered about ” that foreign stuff.” as he called 
it. The Gay Desperado took one look, and a chuckle of shee~ 
Belial joy rippled from his lips. 

“ Brother Mandy,” he said, curling an affectionate aro 
round the little roa-n’s shoulders. “I always knew that yo- 
were an honest-to-goodness. dyed-in-the-wool buccaneer at 
heart!” 

Livingstone’s face dissolved into a relieved smile. 

“ I thought, guv’nor, as we’d had so much trouble, liki 

that we was entitled ” 

“And how!” grinned Norman Conquest. “Sweet William 
is pleaded— Scotland Yard is pleased— and we’ve collared 
the opposition’s nest egg. Tell me, serf— are we pleased. 

They looked happily at all that well-earned boodle on the 
table. Mandeville Livingstone saw piles of money; but the 
“Gay Desperado saw only a lovely little elfin face. 


THE END 



